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RALPH  RYDER  OF  BRENT 


CHAPTER  I. 


It  seemed  to  Nanny  and  to  Valentine 
Eley,  as  they  stood  outside  the  door  of 
the  room  in  which  the  death-struggle 
had  taken  place,  that  the  few  minutes 
which  followed  would  never  end. 

They  could  hear  nothing  more  from 
within  the  room  except  the  heavy 
breathing  of  the  maniac,  who  was  evi- 
dently standing  near  the  door.  Intently 
as  they  listened,  there  was  not  a  sigh  nor 
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a  breath  from  the  unfortunate  Mrs. 
Durrant.  Valentine,  with  his  ear  to 
the  keyhole  and  a  face  distorted  with 
terror,  whispered  suddenly  to  his  com- 
panion : 

'  He  has  killed  her  !  He  has  mur- 
dered my  sister !' 

'  Oh  no,  no  !  We  must  hope,  we 
must  hope,'  returned  she,  in  a  voice 
so  low,  so  broken,  that  it  was  scarcely 
audible. 

And,  indeed,  her  own  hope  was  so 
faint  that  it  cost  her  a  great  effort  to 
utter  even  these  poor  words  of  attempted 
comfort.  There  was  in  the  present 
tranquillity  of  the  madman  an  only  too 
eloquent  suggestion  that  he  had  done  his 
work.  They  heard  Pickering  hammer- 
ing on  the  back-door  downstairs,  and 
Nanny   started   up   again   and   called    to 
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him  through  the  window  she  had  broken, 
telhng  him  to  come  in  by  the  way  she 
had  come,  through  the  open  French 
window  on  the  veranda.  But  he  could 
not  hear  her,  being  deafened  by  the 
noise  of  his  own  efforts  to  break  in 
the  back-door.  Nanny  turned  to  Valen- 
tine Eley. 

*  I  must  go  downstairs,'  she  said,  '  and 
let  him  in.' 

The  young  man  started  violently.  He 
was  in  a  state  of  such  terrible  nervous 
excitement  that  the  thought  of  being 
left  alone  at  the  door  of  this  fatal  room 
unmanned  him  completely.  His  teeth 
chattered  and  his  breast  heaved  as  he 
answered  her. 

*  No,  no  !'  he  quavered,  shaking  his 
head,  while  with  his  restless  fingers  he 
clutched   at   the  edges  of  his  torn  coat. 


RALPH  RYDER  OF  BRENT 


*  I — I  will  go  down.  I — I  can't — stay 
here.' 

He  tottered  and  staggered  on  his  way 
to  the  head  of  the  staircase  like  a  drunken 
man,  and  had  to  seize  the  banisters  for 
support  as  he  made  his  way  down.  As 
Nanny  watched  him,  she  knew  intui- 
tively that  he  would  not  return.  Indeed, 
he  buoyed  himself  up  with  no  delusive 
hopes  that  his  sister  had  escaped ;  and, 
having  unlocked  the  back-door  for 
Pickering,  he  remained  shivering  down- 
stairs, waiting  to  learn,  through  some 
way  less  shocking  than  ocular  demonstra- 
tion, the  intelligence  he  dreaded. 

Meanwhile,  Nanny  remained  by  the 
door  of  the  room  in  which  were  the 
madman  and  his  victim.  She  could  do 
nothing  until  help  came,  but  she  was 
fascinated    with    horror    and    unable    to 


RALPH  RYDER  OF  BREXT 


move  away.  As  Valentine  Eley's  slow 
steps  sounded  fainter  and  fainter  on  his 
way  downstairs,  her  ears,  always  on  the 
alert  for  sounds  from  inside  the  room, 
caught  a  noise  as  of  some  weight  being 
dragged  along  the  floor,  away  from  the 
door. 

But  there  were  no  more  cries. 

Very  slowly  the  burden  was  drawn 
along,  with  many  short  pauses.  Then 
there  was  a  different  sound,  a  sort  of  low 
groan  as  of  a  man  lifting  a  heavy  weight, 
and  Nanny,  stiff  with  terror,  heard  a 
cracking  and  rustling  in  the  garden 
below,  followed  by  a  very  faint  sound, 
such  as  she  would  have  scarcely  heard  if 
she  had  not  been  listening  for  it.  The 
burden  which  had  been  dragged  across 
the  floor  of  the  room  had  been  thrown 
out  of  the  window,  and  its  fall  had  been 
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broken  by  shrubs  and  brushwood  before 
it  reached  the  ground. 

Then  she  started  up,  white  and  wet 
and  trembling.  She  heard  the  sash  go 
down  softly,  as  if  the  perpetrator  of  this 
fearful  crime  had  known  its  appalHng 
nature,  and  wished  to  hide  all  traces  of 
it.  This  idea,  the  most  awful  of  all 
those  which  had  crowded  into  the  young 
wife's  mind  throughout  this  fatal  evening, 
found  her  scarcely  capable  of  another 
shudder.  What  Ralph  had  done,  if  not 
the  work  of  absolute  frenzy,  was  crime 
so  black,  so  horrible,  that  even  pardoning 
love  and  pitying  forbearance  must  turn 
to  loathing  at  the  thought  of  it. 

For  Nanny  was  entirely  ignorant  of 
the  psychology  of  madness,  of  the  cunning 
which  alternates  with  its  frenzy,  or  of 
the  changes  by  which  the  raving  maniac 
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becomes  the  crafty  calculator.  She  knew, 
indeed,  before  this  awful  experience  of 
the  fact,  that  madness  can  lie  dormant  in 
the  blood  like  a  sleeping  demon,  break 
out  into  fury,  and  then  go  to  rest  again 
for  awhile  ;  but  of  its  moods  and  varieties 
she  knew  nothing. 

While  she  still  stood,  appalled,  by  the 
door,  hearing  no  further  sound  from 
within  the  room,  Pickering  came  up  the 
stairs.  He  was  alone,  as  she  had  ex- 
pected. He  held  a  lamp  in  one  hand 
and  a  hatchet  in  the  other.  Now  that 
he  had  come,  and  that  she  knew  he  was 
too  late,  for  the  first  time  there  darted 
into  her  heart  the  wish  to  delay,  if  only 
for  a  few  moments,  the  discovery  that 
her  husband  was  a  murderer.  And 
quickly  on  the  heels  of  this  wish  there 
came  the  remembrance  that  this  was  a 
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vain  one,  for  was  not  this  his  second 
crime  ?  Still,  instinctively,  she  stood  a 
foot  or  so  from  the  door,  with  her  back 
to  it,  and  spoke  to  Pickering,  not  at- 
tempting to  move  out  of  his  way. 

Perhaps  the  old  gardener,  who  had 
grown,  in  the  service  of  this  ill-fated 
family,  used  to  tragedies,  guessed  her 
thought  and  respected  it.  Perhaps  he 
could  read  in  her  dry  eyes,  with  their 
glazed,  dead  look,  the  last  agony  of  her 
dying  love  for  the  husband  whose  very 
existence  was  now  only  a  nameless 
horror.  At  any  rate,  instead  of  at  once 
attacking  the  locked  door,  he  stood 
before  the  young  lady  shamefaced,  irre- 
solute, as  if  on  the  point  of  saying 
something  to  her  to  which  his  courage 
proved  unequal. 

Seeing   that  he  paused,  Nanny  spoke. 
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It  surprised  her  as  much  as  it  did 
Pickering  to  find  that  her  voice  was 
steady  and  sounded  cold.  She  was 
discovering,  indeed,  as  we  all  do  at 
supreme  moments,  that  her  power  of 
emotion  was  unequal  to  the  demands 
made  upon  it,  and  that  its  ver\^  intensity 
for  a  short  time  had  now  left  her,  as  it 
were,  inert  and  lifeless. 

'  You  are  going  to  break  open  the 
door,'  she  said,  '  with  that  hatchet  ?' 

'  Yes,  ma'am.  It  is  my  own.  I 
found  it  at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs.  He 
must  have  taken  it  out  of  my  tool-chest, 
and  dropped  it.' 

'  Oh — yes.' 

'  I  beg  pardon,  ma'am,'  he  said  after 
an  instant's  pause,  as  he  intimated  his 
wish  to  pass  her. 

Nanny  stood  out  of  the  way.     Picker- 
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ing    listened     at     the    door    for    a    few 
minutes,  and  then  turned. 

*  Wouldn't  you  be  better  downstairs, 
ma'am  ?  There's  no  good  of  your  going 
in  here,  and — and  we  don't  know  how 
he'll  be.' 

But  she  shook  her  head.  A  distinctly 
feminine  yearning,  as  of  one  mourning 
over  a  dead  love,  prompted  her  to  wish 
to  see  this  man,  who  had  been  all  the 
world  to  her.  Even  now  she  had  no 
personal  fear  of  him. 

*  He  may  be  violent  still.  He  seems 
to  have  pulled  Mr.  Eley  about  a  good 
deal,'  went  on  Pickering.  '  The  poor 
beggar  couldn't  speak.' 

A  ray  of  a  sort  of  sickly  hope  crossed 
Nanny's  mind.  Valentine  had  said 
nothing  about  his  sister  to  the  old 
gardener.      It  was  a  little  respite  that  he 
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would  not  learn  the  fact  of  this  second 
murder  at  once. 

Nanny  stood  back  a  little  way,  having 
refused  to  go  downstairs,  and  watched 
Pickering  as  he  used  his  hatchet  on  the 
door.  Haifa  dozen  blows,  and  the  door 
yielded  by  the  forcing  of  the  lock.  He 
signed  to  her  to  remain  where  she  was, 
snatched  up  the  lamp  with  his  left  hand, 
still  holding  the  hatchet  in  his  right,  and 
entered  the  room  with  cautious  steps. 

Nanny  held  her  breath  and  watched 
him,  her  impulse  to  follow  him  at  once 
having  been  checked  by  the  manner  in 
which  he  stopped  short  and  looked 
down  at  something  on  the  floor  at  his 
feet.  She  shuddered,  for  she  knew 
what  it  was  that  had  lain  there,  and 
what  sort  of  stain  it  was  on  which  his 
eyes   rested.     Then  slowly,  and  moving 
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a  little  to  the  left,  as  if  to  avoid  the  fatal 
spot,  Pickering  advanced  into  the  room. 
She  stepped  forward  hesitatingly  as  far 
as  the  door,  and  looked  in. 

It  was  a  large  room,  and  had  been 
formerly  one  of  the  best  bedrooms  of 
The  White  House.  But  Mrs.  Durrant 
and  her  brother  had  turned  it  into  a  sort 
of  study.  It  was  plainly  and  barely 
furnished  with  little  more  than  a  couple 
of  tables,  a  rough  book-case,  a  sofa  and  a 
few  chairs ;  and  all  these  were  in  dis- 
order, bearing  witness  to  the  struggle 
which  had  taken  place  there.  Frag- 
ments of  a  broken  decanter  and  glasses 
glittered  on  the  floor  in  the  lamplight; 
one  of  the  old-fashioned  window-curtains, 
of  many-times-cleaned  chintz,  had  been 
torn  down.  The  only  article  of  furniture 
which  was  in  its  place  seemed  to  be  the 
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sofa,  which  was  at  the  far  end  of  the 
room,  in  a  corner  against  the  wall. 

By  this  sofa  Pickering  stood  still,  with 
his  lamp  held  low.  He  paused  thus  for 
so  long  that  Nanny,  gathering  up  her 
skirts  and  treading  carefully  and  with 
fear,  came  into  the  room  and  stood  first 
behind  and  then  beside  him. 

There  on  the  sofa  lay  at  full  length 
Ralph  Ryder,  his  handsome  face  flushed, 
his  curly  gray  hair  disordered,  fast  asleep, 
with  the  hands  which  had  worked  such 
murderous  mischief  only  a  few  minutes 
ago  lying,  the  one  above  his  head,  the 
other  thrown  across  his  breast.  The 
sight  was  so  unexpected  to  Nanny  that, 
for  one  happy  moment,  all  the  horrible 
experiences  of  the  last  hour  seemed  to 
fade  into  unrealities,  and  she  saw  before 
her  the  adored  and  adoring  husband  of 
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her  first  few  weeks  of  marriage.  She 
started  forward,  and  was  only  prevented 
by  Pickering's  warning  hand  from 
throwing  herself  on  her  knees  beside  the 
sofa. 

*Sh!'  he  whispered  gently.  *  You 
mustn't  disturb  him,  ma'am.  He'll 
sleep  on  like  that  till  morning,  and  then 
he'll  be  better.  I  remember  last  time 
he  broke  out  it  was  just  the  same/ 

Nanny  shuddered  and  left  the  room. 
Pickering  looked  round.  The  lamp  in 
his  hand  blinded  him  a  little,  so  that  he 
did  not  see  what  Nanny  did — the  dark 
stains  of  blood  upon  the  window-sill, 
over  which,  as  she  knew,  the  dead  body 
of  the  unfortunate  Mrs.  Durrant  had 
been  thrown  out.  He  went  quickly  and 
lightly  back  to  the  door,  and  his  next 
words  showed  how  entirely  ignorant  he 
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was  of  the  tragedy  which  had  taken 
place. 

*  It  wasn't  Mrs.  D.  and  her  brother, 
then,  that  we  saw  from  the  grounds 
scuffling  in  here,  ma'am.  It  must  have 
been  Mr.  Eley  and  the  Captain.  And  a 
nice  mess  the  Captain  must  have  made 
of  the  poor  chap  by  what  I  see  in  here, 
enough  to  have  settled  him  altogether !' 
and  he  jerked  his  head  in  the  direction 
of  the  pool  of  blood  on  the  floor.  '  No 
wonder  he  wasn't  in  the  talking  mood 
when  I  met  him  !  I  suppose  by  this 
he'll  have  gone  and  told  his  sister.' 

Nanny  said  nothing.  She  could  not 
be  the  first  to  tell  what  her  husband  had 
done.  Pickering  would  find  out  to- 
morrow. Mrs.  Durrant  was  dead,  and 
past  help.  Even  as  these  thoughts 
flashed   through   her  mind,  she  heard  a 
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muffled  cry  from  the  grounds  below, 
and,  looking  out,  saw  Valentine  Eley 
bending  over  something  which  lay  among 
the  shrubs.  Pickering  had  returned  to 
the  side  of  the  sofa,  for  a  last  look  at 
the  sleeping  man,  so  the  brother's  cry 
on  finding  his  sister's  body  escaped  him. 

The  old  gardener  came  out  on  to  the 
landing,  where  he  found  Nanny  still 
looking  through  the  window. 

*  You  had  best  come  back  home, 
ma'am,'  he  said  gently.  *  You  can  do 
no  good  here  now,  and  you  will  be 
losing  your  own  senses  if  you  bide  in 
this  mouldy  old  place  much  longer.' 

But  Nanny  hesitated.  How  could  the 
unhappy  maniac  be  left  alone  in  the 
house,  one  of  his  responsible  guardians 
dead,  and  the  other  emphatically  un- 
trustworthy ? 
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'  Will  you  stay  here  with  him,  then, 
Pickering  ?'  she  said. 

'  ril  come  back  and  look  after  him, 
ma'am,  as  soon  as  I've  seen  you  safe 
home/ 

'  Oh  no,  oh  no,  never  mind  me  !  I 
can  quite  well  get  back  by  myself,'  cried 
Nanny  earnestly.  '  I  want  you  to 
promise  me,  Pickering,  that  you  will 
watch  by  /lim,  and  that  you  will  not 
leave  him  until— until ' 

She  stopped.  There  opened  before 
her  the  vast  expanse  of  careful  devisings 
and  arrangements  which  would  be  ne- 
cessary now  that  his  guardian  was  gone, 
and  now  that  his  malady  had  grown,  by 
this  second  crime,  more  to  be  feared 
than  ever. 

'  I'll  look  after  him,  ma'am,  be  sure  of 
that.      But   I  dun't  like  you  to  go  back 
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alone.  It's  lonesome-like,  so  late,  at  the 
best  of  times,  and  now ' 

But  Nanny  longed  for  that  walk, 
longed  to  be  out  of  this  haunted  house, 
and  in  the  cold  night  air  again.  Before 
the  old  gardener  had  finished  speaking, 
she  was  half-way  down  the  stairs.  He 
followed  her,  however,  and,  as  he  opened 
the  front-door  to  let  her  out,  addressed 
her  again  in  a  troubled  voice : 

^  I  shall  make  bold  to  come  and  see 
you  to-morrow  morning,  ma'am,'  he 
said,  with  his  eyes  on  the  ground.  *You 
will  want  to  know  how  the  Captain  is, 
and — and — I  shall  have  something  to 
tell  you,  ma'am,  something  that — that 
will  relieve  your  mind  a  little,  I  make 
bold  to  think.' 

Nanny  dared  not  trust  herself  to 
answer.     What  could   he    tell    her  that 
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would  give  her  any  comfort  when  she 
knew  more  than  he  ?  By  the  morning 
she  could  not  doubt  that  he  would  have 
discovered  the  murder  of  Mrs.  Durrant, 
and  then  she  must  consult  him  as  to 
what  steps  were  to  be  taken.  Must 
there  be  an  inquest,  a  scandal,  a  trial, 
and  must  her  unhappy  husband  be  shut 
up  for  life  as  a  criminal  lunatic  ? 

As  these  horrible  ideas  passed  through 
her  mind  she  could  not  have  spoken, 
however  much  she  might  have  wished 
to  do  so.  She  bowed  her  head  in  assent 
to  Pickering's  words,  and  hurried  out  of 
the  house.  He  followed,  and  unlocked 
the  little  gate  which  was  used  instead  of 
the  big  entrance  to  the  drive.  On  the 
point  of  going  out  she  stopped,  and, 
recovering  her  voice  with  an  effort, 
asked : 
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*  Are  you  sure,  Pickering,  that  the 
other  gates  of  the  grounds  are  locked  ?' 

She  remembered  Mrs.  Durrant's  words 
about  the  likehhood  of  Captain  Ryder's 
making  straight  for  The  Grange,  and 
reflected  that,  as  the  unfortunate  woman 
had  left  open  a  window  of  the  house  by 
which  he  could  escape,  so  she  had  pro- 
bably not  forgotten  to  afford  him  a 
means  of  egress  from  the  grounds. 

'  Yes,  ma'am,  I  think  so,'  said 
he. 

*  Will  you  go  round  and  see  ?' 

*  Yes,  ma'am,  I  will  certainly,  if  it 
will  make  you  feel  easier-like.' 

*  Thank  you,  Pickering.  You  are 
very  kind.      Good-night.' 

She  hurried  away  down  the  broad 
white  road,  keeping  well  in  the  middle, 
with  a  lurking  fear  of  the  black  shadows 
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under  the  hedge  on  one  side  and  the 
wall  on  the  other.  She  was  so  glad  of 
the  wind  and  of  the  fine  rain  which  it 
blew  in  her  face  as  she  walked.  The 
cold  and  wet  refreshed  her  burning 
cheeks,  and  even  the  rain-water  which 
splashed  up  from  the  pools  and  puddles 
was  welcome  for  the  momentary  distrac- 
tion it  afforded  from  her  gloomy 
thoughts.  She  felt  forlorn,  desperate. 
What  was  she  returning  to  ?  A  house 
haunted  by  memories  as  horrible  as  those 
which  now  clung  about  the  dreary 
mansion  she  had  just  left !  Her  first 
impulse,  now  that  the  night-air  had  lifted 
a  little  the  heavy  paralysis  which  had 
deadened  her  while  inside  The  White 
House,  was  to  return  at  once  to  her 
friends  in  Edinburgh.  All  her  instincts 
of  courage    and    loyalty,   however,  rose 
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against  this  suggestion.  Dan  —  poor, 
poor  Dan !  had  done  her  wrong  in 
marrying  her  ;  but  she  was  his  wife,  and 
she  would  stand  by  her  colours.  Her 
interests  lay  now  with  the  Ryders,  and 
she  must  do  what  she  could  for  them 
before  she  thought  of  herself — for  the 
sake  of  Dan's  kindness  in  those  few 
short  weeks  of  happiness. 

The  housemaid,  finding  that  her  mis- 
tress had  gone  out,  had  sat  up  for  her, 
and  the  girl  was  alarmed  by  the  ghastly 
pallor  and  altered  expression  of  the  lady's 
face. 

'  Oh,  ma'am,  whatever  has  happened  ? 
Has  anybody  frightened  you  ?  You  do 
look  so  white  !  And  your  dress  !  Oh, 
you're  all  wet !  Did  you  have  a  fall, 
ma'am  ?* 

*  No,  Emily,'  said  her  mistress,  trying 
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to  smile  reassuringly.  '  I'm  all  right. 
But  it's  raining.' 

This  was  not  a  sufficient  explanation 
of  the  state  to  which  her  efforts  at 
putting  out  the  fire  at  the  cottage  had 
reduced  Nanny's  dress  ;  but  there  was 
something  in  her  manner  which  stopped 
the  servant's  further  inquiries,  if  it  did 
not  extinguish  her  curiosity.  She  helped 
her  mistress  off  with  her  cloak  and  hat, 
and  then  said : 

'  One  of  the  young  ladies  from  Brent 
Lodge  was  round  here  this  evening, 
ma'am,  with  some  flowers.  I  put  them 
in  the  drawing-room,  ma'am.' 

Nanny  went  to  the  drawing-room, 
where  the  housemaid,  casting  inquisitive 
glances  at  her  mistress,  lit  some  candles 
and  retired.  On  a  table  was  a  big  rush- 
basket  tied  with  a  bow  of  broad  ribbon. 
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full  of  dainty  orchids  arranged  to  the 
best  advantage  by  the  clever  fingers  of 
the  Bambridge  girls.  Attached  to  the 
basket  was  a  tiny  cocked-hat  note  in 
Laura's  handwriting. 

'  Dear  Nanny  (since  you  say  we  are 
to  call  you  so), 

*  We  have  had  these  sent  to  us, 
and  as  they  are  much  too  good  for  any- 
body but  you,  we  humbly  offer  them, 
together  with  kind  regards  and  love  and 
compliments,  in  assorted  parcels,  which 
your  discrimination  will  enable  you  to 
apportion  to  the  rightful  senders.  Only 
papa  says  the  love  is  from  him.  With 
our  condolences  on  your  temporary 
widowhood  (which  we  think  the  orchids 
will  help  you  to  bear  with  fortitude), 
*  Yours  aflfectionately, 

*  Laura.' 
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Nanny  burst  into  tears  over  this  note, 
and  sobbed  long  and  violently,  hugging 
the  basket  of  flowers.  She  was  touched 
to  the  quick  by  this  graceful  act  of 
girlish  attention  and  kindness,  coming 
as  it  did  at  a  moment  when  some  relief 
to  the  tension  of  her  feelings  was  almost 
necessary  for  her  to  retain  control  of  her 
reason. 

When  the  outburst  had  subsided,  she 
got  up,  feeling  dizzy  and  sick,  oppressed 
by  a  sudden  sense  of  the  horror  which 
hung  over  the  house.  She  was  very 
tired,  but  she  knew  that  sleep  was  for 
a  long  time  out  of  the  question. 

Glancing  fearfully  about  her  into  the 
shadows  of  the  corners  of  the  long,  low- 
ceilinged  room,  she  took  up  the  candles 
and  carried  them  to  her  writing-table. 
Here  she  sat  down  and  began  a  letter  to 
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Meg.  It  was  not  because  she  was  so 
very  anxious  for  her  sister  to  find  out 
Lady  Ellen  ;  the  events  of  the  past  few 
hours  had  dwarfed  the  importance  of 
everything  but  the  horrible  crime  com- 
mitted almost  before  her  eyes.  But  in 
her  loneliness  she  felt  that  there  would 
be  consolation  in  the  act  of  writing  down 
words  which  would  be  read  by  loving 
eyes.  She  meant  to  betray  nothing 
concerning  her  state  of  mind ;  but 
in  her  misery  the  poor  child  betrayed 
more  than  she  intended  to  do. 

*  My  dearest  Meg  '  (she  wrote), 

*  I  am  afraid  you  will  think  I 
have  been  a  long  time  answering  your 
last  dear  letter,  and  you  will  think  some- 
thing dreadful  must  have  happened  to 
me.     But  I  have  had  a  great  deal  to  do, 
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visiting  in  my  district,  and  preparing  for 
a  garden-party  which  we  have  promised 
to  give  to  please  the  Bambridge  girls, 
whom  I  have  told  you  about.  You  need 
not  be  jealous  of  them.  Laura  is  a 
dear  girl,  but  she  can  never  be  my  own 
Meg.  Nobody  ever  could.  There  is 
no  one  else  I  long  for  so  when  I  am 
lonely,  or  want  to  see  so  much  when  I 
am  unhappy,  or,  rather,  there  wouldn't 
be  if  I  ever  were  unhappy.  But  this 
is  a  most  beautiful  place,  you  know, 
much  handsomer  and  bigger  than  any 
house  which  I  ever  thought  I  should 
live  in.  But  I  have  told  you  all  that 
before,  and  I  don't  know  why  I  am 
saying  it  again,  except  to  '*  fill  up,"  and 
to  make  you  think  you  are  getting  a 
long  letter  when  you  are  really  only 
getting  a   short  one   spun   out.     I  want 
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to  write  to  you  to-night.  I  feel  I  must. 
And  there  is  a  thing  you  might  do  for 
me.  You  remember  writing  to  tell  me, 
just  before  I  was  married,  about  a  Miss 
Anstruther  who  knew  a  certain  Lady 
Ellen  Ryder.  Well,  this  Lady  Ellen  is 
a  distant  connection  of  my  husband's 
family,  and  she  has  gone  to  stay  with 
Miss  Anstruther,  and  I  should  like  you 
to  try  and  see  her,  and  write  to  tell  me 
what  she  is  like.  I  have  heard  some 
stories  about  her,  and  I  feel  curious  to 
know  what  she  looks  like.  This  is  not 
important,  of  course;  vulgar  curiosity,  you 
will  say.  But  if  you  should  come  across 
her,  do  let  me  have  one  of  your  funny 
descriptions.  With  love  to  papa,  and 
my  best,  best  love  to  your  dearest  old  self, 
'  Your  ever  loving  sister, 

'  Nanny.' 
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She  re-read  this  letter  and  sealed  it  up, 
without  perceiving  how  eloquent  it  was 
in  its  bald  childishness,  and,  above  all,  in 
its  absence  of  any  mention  of  her  hus- 
band, of  the  constraint  under  which 
she  had  written  it.  Then,  being  by 
this  time  quite  worn  out,  she  crept 
mournfully  upstairs  to  bed,  hoping 
that  she  was  too  weary  to  keep 
awake. 

Of  course  she  was  disappointed.  Rest- 
less and  weary,  she  tossed  from  side  to 
side,  frightened  by  each  one  of  the 
night-noises  which,  in  an  old  house,  and 
one,  moreover,  fenced  in  by  trees,  sound 
continuously  through  the  quiet  hours  of 
darkness. 

Sometimes  she  fancied  she  heard 
footsteps  on  the  gravel-walk  in  the 
garden    below ;     at     other    moments     it 
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seemed  to  her  that  thieves  were  trying  to 
make  an  entrance  by  violence  at  the  back 
of  the  house. 

So  vivid  did  these  impressions  at  last 
become,  that  she  gave  up  all  idea  of 
sleep,  and,  springing  out  of  bed,  put  on 
her  dressing-gowm  and  went,  candle  in 
hand,  downstairs.  A  sharp  gust  of  wind, 
sweeping  along  the  hall  and  passages, 
blew  out  the  light  she  carried  before  she 
reached  the  ground-floor.  A  minute 
later  the  banging  to  and  fro  of  one  of  the 
garden- doors  told  her  where  the  wind 
came  from.  She  hurried,  rather  reckless 
than  fearless,  in  the  direction  of  the  open 
door,  and  looked  out,  but  saw  nothing 
outside  save  the  trees  and  bushes  shaking 
in  the  wind.  The  appearance  of  the 
door  itself,  however,  frightened  her.  It 
had  been  safely  secured,  but  then  burst 
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open  from  the  outside.  And  on  the 
ground  lay  the  very  hatchet  which  she 
had  seen  Ralph  Ryder  take  from  Picker- 
ing's chest,  and  with  which  the  old 
gardener  had  forced  open  the  door 
of  the  fatal  room  at  The  White 
House. 

Nanny  secured  the  door  as  well  as  she 
could  by  the  single  bolt  which  remained 
uninjured,  and  turned  quickly,  attracted 
by  the  sound  of  some  person  moving 
about  in  the  library  close  by.  In  the 
darkness  she  had  to  grope  her  way  to 
the  door.  For  a  few  seconds  she  lis- 
tened, with  a  violently  beating  heart,  to 
the  slow  movements  of  the  intruder. 
She  relit  her  candle,  and  then,  turn- 
ing the  handle,  she  looked  into  the 
room. 

Sitting  at  the  table,  helpless,  aimless  as 
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a  babe,  with  his  head  resting  sleepily  on 
his  arms,  quiet,  worn  out,  all  his  passion 
r.nd  fury  over,  was  the  murderer,  Ralph 
Rvder. 


CHAPTER  II. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening  she  had 
passed  at  The  White  House,  and  of  the 
subsequent  night-terrors  she  had  ex- 
perienced in  her  own  home,  Nanny 
seemed  to  have  worn  out,  for  the  time, 
her  capacity  for  emotion.  She  stood 
gazing  in  silence  at  the  bent  head  in 
front  of  her,  until  Ralph  Ryder,  moving 
slightly,  became  aware  of  the  light  in 
the  room,  and  raised  his  head  sleepily. 

Nanny  uttered  a  low- voiced  exclama- 
tion, and  he  turned  to  look  at  her.  For 
some   minutes   they  remained  gazing  at 
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each  other  as  if  they  now  saw  each 
other's  face  for  the  first  time.  Already 
the  feverish  light  which  had  glowed  in 
the  madman's  face  while  his  passion  was 
at  its  height  had  given  place  to  a  dull, 
almost  gentle,  expression,  as  if  a  film  had 
passed  over  his  eyes.  In  the  short  time 
which  had  elapsed  since  he  committed 
the  murder,  he  seemed  to  have  aged  so 
rapidly  that  Nanny,  for  the  first  time, 
saw  that  he  was  an  old  man.  For 
although  her  husband's  hair  was  gray 
and  his  manner  somewhat  grave  and 
dignified,  the  ring  In  his  voice,  the 
vigour  and  activity  of  his  movements, 
and  the  freshness  of  his  sunburnt  com- 
plexion, had  given  her,  in  spite  of  the 
doubts  cast  by  Mrs.  Calverley  and  the 
old  gravedigger,  an  impression  of  youth 
and  strength. 
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Now,  however,  this  was  gone.  The 
furrows  in  his  handsome  face,  the  lack- 
lustre eyes,  the  slow,  heavy  movements, 
all  spoke  of  the  weight  of  years.  He 
pushed  his  curly  gray  hair  back  from  his 
forehead,  and  began  stroking  his  mous- 
tache as  he  looked  at  her  with  restless, 
wandering  eyes.  He  scarcely  seemed  to 
know  her. 

Nanny,  seeing,  as  she  believed,  that 
she  had  no  reason  to  feel  afraid  of  him, 
came  a  step  nearer  to  his  chair. 

*  Why  have  you  come  here  ?'  she  said 
gently. 

She  did  not  know  why  she 
asked  this  question,  except  that  she 
wanted  to  hear  his  voice,  and  to  learn 
whether  he  really  recognised  her.  He 
frowned  a  little,  as  if  her  words  puzzled 
him. 
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'  This  is  my  home,'  he  said  presently, 
in  a  voice  so  changed,  so  old,  that  Nanny 
started  as  she  listened. 

'  Oh  yes,'  she  said,  and  then  paused. 
He  still  stared  at  her,  almost  as  if  he 
wondered  why  she  stayed.  '  Are  you 
going  to  stay  here  ?'  she  asked  timidly  at 
last. 

'Yes,'  he  answered;  *I  think  so.' 
Then  rising,  he  went  on  pettishly, 
*  They  don't  make  me  comfortable  at  the 
other  place.  I  have  been  very  uncom- 
fortable. And  I — I  must  see  my  wife, 
I  must  see  my  wife  !' 

*  Your  wife  !'  faltered  Nanny. 

And  half  involuntarily  her  eyes  wan- 
dered to  the  bookcase  in  which  had 
lain  the  books  containing  Lady  Ellen's 
name.  After  a  short  pause,  Ralph 
Ryder's  eyes  wandered  thither  also. 
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*  Is  Lady  Ellen  your  wife?'  asked 
Nanny  tremulously. 

'  Yes.      Of  course.' 

He  stood  for  a  few  minutes  staring 
vacantly  at  the  wall.  Then  he  asked,  in 
a  timid  voice,  like  a  child  : 

'Is  she  alive.?  I  never  see  her  novv. 
Is  she  alive  ?' 

'  I  believe  she  is  alive,'  answered 
Nanny,  in  a  perfectly  steady  voice.  *  But 
she  is  not  here.' 

Silence  again.  Nanny,  in  a  dazed 
way,  as  she  stood  watching  him,  fell  to 
analyzing  her  own  feelings.  So  her 
short  married  life  had  been  a  dream  to 
him — ^just  a  short  vision  of  sanity  and 
happiness,  to  end  in  this  horrible  dead 
sleep  of  the  poor  diseased  mind.  The 
tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks.  She 
forgot  herself,  forgot  the  meaning  to  her 
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of  these  shocking  facts.  Consciously  or 
unconsciously  the  madman  had  ruined 
her  life.  She  knew  this,  but  in  feeling 
for  him  she  did  not,  for  the  time,  feel 
for  herself.  The  change,  indeed,  was 
so  striking  from  the  vigorous  man  in 
the  prime  of  life,  who  could  not  look  at 
her  without  betraying  in  his  glance  the 
depth  of  his  passionate  affection,  to  the 
unhappy,  broken-down  creature  before 
her,  that  a  generous  nature  could  not 
consider  the  contrast  without  being 
appalled. 

Suddenly  she  perceived,  through  the 
tears  which  were  filling  her  eyes,  a  rising 
restlessness  in  the  madman  which  she 
took  for  the  premonitory  symptom  of 
another  outbreak.  He  began  to  march 
up  and  down  the  room,  and,  to  Nanny's 
horror,  the  springing,  martial  tread  came 
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back,  he  held  his  head  erect,  she  saw 
again  the  figure  and  carriage  of  which 
she  had  been  so  proud  in  her  husband. 

*  Oh,  don't !'  she  murmured,  her  very 
teeth  chattering.  And  she  sank  upon  a 
chair,  trembling  and  sobbing  in  spite  of 
herself.  She  could  control  herself  as 
long  as  the  man  before  her  seemed  a 
different  person  from  the  husband  she 
had  loved,  but  that  first  glimpse  of  the 
man  who  had  been  all  the  world  to  her 
broke  her  down.  She  tried  in  vain  to 
repress  her  tears  and  her  sobs,  and  as  she 
heard  his  steps  stop  in  front  of  her,  she 
could  not  help  whispering,  though  with- 
out looking  up: 

'  Oh,  Dan  !   oh,  Dan  !      After  all  our 
happiness  !' 

He    put  his   hand   on    her   head,  and 
heaved    a    heavy  sigh.      But   when    she 
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looked  up,  hoping  in  spite  of  herself  for 
one  comforting  glance,  one  gleam  of  a 
tender  memory,  she  saw  nothing  but  the 
blank,  mindless  gaze  of  a  man  in  whom 
the  past,  the  near  past,  at  any  rate,  was 
dead.  Even  the  kindly  impulse  of  con- 
solation was  exhausted  almost  as  soon  as 
it  rose.     With  a  shiver  Nanny  got  up. 

'  I  am  very  tired,'  he  said  childishly, 
*  and  I  am  hungry.  I  think  they  have 
forgotten  to  give  me  anything  to  eat.' 
Then,  in  a  sombre  voice,  he  added:  '  It 
is  my  wife's  doing.  Ellen  does  not  care 
if  I  starve.' 

And  again  Nanny  saw  in  his  face,  in 
his  restless  movements,  something  which 
made  her  dread  another  outbreak. 

What  should  she  do  with  him  ? 
Where  should  she  put  him  ?  Some 
restraint  must  be  put  upon  him,  and  the 
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servants  must  not  see  him.  For  ^^alen- 
tine  Eley  would  be  spreading  abroad  the 
news  of  the  murder,  and  he  would 
certainly  not  be  reticent  concerning  the 
perpetrator ;  indeed,  he  could  not  aftord 
to  be,  lest  suspicion  should  fall  upon 
himself. 

*  I  will  bring  you  something  to  eat,* 
she  said,  '  if  you  will  stay  quietly  here 
till  I  come  back.' 

As  he  seemed  inclined  to  be  submis- 
sive, she  made  him  sit  down  again  in  the 
chair  he  had  occupied  by  the  table,  and 
then  she  went  in  search  of  food.  There 
was  a  gas-stove  in  one  of  the  kitchens, 
so  she  boiled  some  eggs  and  made  some 
cocoa.  She  did  not  think  this  would 
make  a  very  nice  meal,  but  she  thought 
it  would  be  one  of  which  the  traces 
would  be  easily  disposed  of.      When  she 
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got  back  to  the  study  with  her  tray, 
Ralph  Ryder  had  fallen  into  a  heavy 
sleep,  from  which,  after  some  debate 
with  herself,  she  roused  him.  He  was 
quite  gentle,  however,  ate  what  she 
brought  him  ravenously,  and  then  asked, 
in  the  same  childlike  way,  where  he  was 
to  sleep. 

Nanny  had  had  time  to  consider  what 
to  do.  But  how  to  break  to  him  the 
plan  she  had  in  her  mind  ? 

*  I  am  afraid,'  she  began  cautiously, 
after  a  pause,  '  that,  if  the  servants  were 
to  find  you  here  in  the  morning,  they 
would  think  it  very  strange.' 

To  her  surprise,  he  assented  readily. 

'  They  might  give  me  up,'  he  said. 

This  implied  knowledge  of  the  risk 
he  ran  from  the  crime  he  had  committed 
made   Nanny  feel  sick  with  horror.      It 
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was  comparatively  easy  to  be  kind  and 
gentle  with  him,  in  the  belief  that  he 
was  as  ignorant  as  a  babe  of  the  wrong 
he  had  done.  But  to  shield  a  conscious 
murderer  was  a  different  thing  ! 

*  Where  shall  I  go  ?'  he  asked,  with  all 
the  signs  of  nervous  trepidation.  '  Tell 
me,  tell  me  !  Put  me  where  you  like — 
only  somewhere  where  I  shall  be  safe.' 

But  this  emotion  on  his  part  very 
nearly  drove  the  poor  little  woman's 
plans  out  of  her  head.  It  seemed  to 
make  her  an  accomplice  in  his  crime. 
He  came  up  to  her,  and  touched  her 
elbow  impatiently,  as  if  to  stir  her  up  to 
action.  She  shrank  away,  deadly  white 
and  very  cold. 

*  I — I — I  thought,'  she  began  in  a 
tremulous  voice,  '  that  perhaps  you 
would   not  mind — of  course,   it   is  only 
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for  a  day  or  two — before  you  go  away 
for  a  change — a  change  of  air — you 
might  stay — not  in  the  house  exactly, 
there  is  a  room  close  by — over  the 
stable.  It  was  used  last  week  while  the 
roof  was  being  repaired  over  the  ser- 
vants' bedrooms,  so  it  is  quite  aired  and 

fit  to  sleep  in.     Would  you  mind ' 

He  did  not  wait  for  her  to  finish  the 
sentence,  but  stood  already  outside  the 
door.  Nanny  softly  drew  back  the  bolt 
of  the  garden-door  close  by,  and  led  the 
way,  by  a  pretty  path  hedged  in  com- 
pletely by  trees  and  shrubs,  to  the  stables. 
The  brougham  her  husband  had  pro- 
mised her  had,  at  her  earnest  request, 
not  yet  been  bought.  The  long  red- 
brick building,  with  its  picturesque 
chimneys  and  gables,  and  its  now  rag- 
gedly-hanging  threads    of   red    Virginia 


RALPH  RYDER  OF  BREXT  45 

creeper,  was  still  deserted.  They  crossed 
the  moss-grown  yard,  and  Nanny,  pro- 
ducing the  key,  which  her  husband  had 
confided  to  her  care  before  starting  on 
his  melancholy  journey,  entered  the 
building,  telling  her  companion  to 
follow. 

Although  Nanny  felt  by  no  means 
free  from  the  fear  lest  a  paroxysm  of 
fury  should  again  possess  him,  she  be- 
haved, on  the  way  through  these  dark 
paths  and  deserted  passages,  with  philo- 
sophical calm.  For  if,  she  argued  with 
herself,  a  murderous  impulse  should 
again  seize  him,  nothing  in  the  world 
could  save  her ;  and  as  her  ignorance 
concerning  the  phases  of  his  malady  was 
complete,  there  was  nothing  for  her  to 
do  but  to  behave  quite  simply  and 
straightforwardly,  and  to  trust  to   Provi- 
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dence  for  her  safety.  As  it  proved, 
however,  it  was  the  best  way  to  treat 
him.  When  they  reached  the  room  on 
the  upper  story  which  she  proposed  to 
put  him  in,  she  held  the  candle  high 
and  asked  him  if  he  thought  he  would 
be  comfortable. 

*  Yes,*  he  answered,  without  looking 
round  or  showing  the  least  interest. 

And  he  sat  down  on  one  of  the  plain 
rush-bottomed  chairs,  and  seemed  to 
sink  into  a  reverie. 

'  I  will  bring  some  bed-clothes,'  she 
said.  '  Shall  I  leave  the  candle  with 
you  ?' 

'  Yes,'  he  answered  as  before. 

Not  quite  certain  whether  she  was 
doing  right,  Nanny  left  the  candle  with 
him,  and  went  away.  But  when  she 
returned   from    the  house  with  a  heavy 
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bundle,  he  was  in  exactly  the  same 
position  as  she  had  left  him  in.  He 
looked  up,  however,  as,  panting,  she  let 
the  great  parcel  of  blankets  and  sheets 
fall  upon  the  floor. 

'  You  ought  not  to  do  that,'  he  said 
wonderingly. 

Nanny's  eyes  met  his,  and  she  asked 
herself  what  thought  could  be  moving 
in  his  poor  clouded  brain.  But  the  next 
moment  his  head  fell  upon  his  breast, 
and  he  sat  in  silence  while  she  made 
the  bed  and  put  out  soap  and  towels  for 
him. 

At  last  her  task  was  done,  and  she 
stood  before  him  diffidently,  wondering 
how  he  would  take  the  next  suggestion 
she  had  to  make. 

'  I  have  done  all  I  can  to  make  you 
comfortable  for  the  night  now,'  she  said. 
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She  wished  she  could  say  *  Dan,'  but  the 
old  pet  name  seemed  to  choke  her. 
*  Don't  you  think,  for  fear  any  of  the 
servants  should  come  this  way  in  the 
morning,  you  know,  that  you  had  better 
— that  I  had  better — turn  the  key  in  the 
lock  ?' 

*  Yes,'  said  he  at  once,  but  with  a  trifle 
more  interest  than  before.  *  Of  course, 
they  mustn't  find  me  out.'  Then, 
throwing  a  furtive  glance  round  the 
room,  as  an  animal  in  confinement  does 
round  its  cage,  he  whispered  :  *  But  they 
won't — they  won't !  I  was  so  very  care- 
ful— ah,  ha  ! — so  very  careful  !' 

And  he  uttered  a  laugh  which  froze 
his  hearer's  blood.  It  showed  the  mad- 
ness in  his  blood  more  plainly  than  any- 
thing he  had  done  or  said  since  his 
arrival   under   the  roof  of  The   Grange. 
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Nanny  stood  before  him,  too  much 
shocked  to  find  more  words.  As  she 
turned  away,  he  suddenly  put  out  his 
hand  and  caught  hers,  which  shrank  at 
his  touch. 

'  You  are  very  cold — and  white,'  he 
said.  Then,  with  a  sudden  burst  of 
rising  excitement,  he  cried  :  'Go  away 
— go  away  !  The  dead  look  like  that. 
White — and — cold.  And  we  hide  them 
away — and  no  one  will  ever  know.  No 
one,  no  one  !' 

His  voice  had  sunk  to  a  whisper 
which  chilled  Nanny.  She  drew  her 
hand  quickly  away,  and  tottered  out  of 
the  room,  groping  for  the  door  like  a 
blind  woman,  for  the  strain  upon  her 
had  been  too  much,  and  the  tears  were 
welling  into  her  eyes. 

'  Good-night,'    she    whispered   at  the 
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door.      *  I   will   come  to  see  you  in  the 
morning.' 

He  did  not  answer,  and  Nanny, 
quickly  and  quietly  turning  the  key 
upon  him,  crept  down  the  stairs  and  out 
into  the  air.  She  was  so  cold  that  she 
could  scarcely  feel  her  feet.  Shivering 
and  weeping,  she  made  her  way  back 
into  the  house  and  stole  up  to  her  bed- 
room, into  which  the  first  rays  of  morn- 
ing were  penetrating.  She  was  so  utterly 
worn  out  in  body  and  mind  that,  con- 
trary to  her  expectations,  she  fell  into  a 
heavy  sleep  almost  immediately. 

Nanny  was  roused  next  morning  by 
the  housemaid,  who  came  to  tell  her 
that  Pickering,  the  gardener,  was  waiting 
downstairs,  and  that  he  wanted  to  see  her 
particularly.  She  dressed  hastily,  and, 
passing   through   the   hall,   beckoned    to 
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the  old  man  to  follow  her  into  the 
drawing-room.  By  his  first  words  she 
knew  that  he  had  not  yet  discovered  the 
murder. 

*  The  Captain's  got  away,  ma'am,'  he 
said.  'And  Mrs.  D.  and  her  brother 
have  disappeared  too.' 

*  The  Captain  is  all  right,'  she  an- 
swered, in  a  tremulous  voice.  '  He 
escaped  and  came  here  in  the  night.  I 
have  shut  him  up  in  a  room  over 
the  stable.  He  was  very  quiet,  and 
seemed  to  understand  that  he  must 
hide.' 

Pickering  looked  at  the  young  lady 
with  astonishment  and  concern. 

'  You  do  bear  up  most  wonderful, 
ma'am,'  he  said  at  last ;  '  but  it's  telling 
on  you,  all  the  same,  if  I  may  make 
so   bold   as   to    say  so.     You  look   five- 
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and-thirty  this  morning,  ma'am,  that 
you  do/ 

However  deep  her  griefs  might  be, 
this  was  scarcely  the  sympathy  she 
would  have  asked.  Nanny  laughed 
faintly. 

'  Oh,'  she  said,  '  you  see,  youth  and 
beauty  are  not  of  so  much  use  to  me 
now  as  some  other  qualities.  So  I've 
exchanged  them.' 

Pickering  looked  uneasy  as  well  as 
compassionate.  He  began  twisting  his 
cap  in  his  hands  like  a  nervous  boy,  and 
shifted  his  glances  from  the  lady's  face  to 
the  carpet. 

'  You  know,  ma'am,'  he  said  at  last, 
with  a  tone  and  manner  which  betrayed 
conflicting  feelings — '  you  know — that — 
er — that  things  aren't  so  bad  as  they 
might  be  for  you.' 
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*  Well,  I  think  my  prospects  might  be 
rosier  than  they  are,  Pickering,'  re- 
sponded Nanny  dubiously. 

'  Oh  yes,  ma'am,  Vm  not  saying  that ; 

but '     A  long  pause.     Then,   as  if 

his  feelings  were  too  much  for  him,  out 
came  a  burst  of  confidence.  '  But,  as  I 
said,  they  might  be  worse.  Look  'e  here, 
ma'am,  Fm  a-going  to  do  for  you  what 
I  never  thought  to  ha'  done  for  anybody, 
and  that's  break  faith  with  one  I've  kept 
true  to  thirty  years.  I  thought  Lady 
Ellen  was  hardly  done  by,  but  now  I 
find  somebody  else  harder  done  by  still. 
Why,  it's  more'n  I  can  stand  to  see  it !' 

Pickering  was  getting,  considering  his 
natural  stolidity,  much  excited  by  his 
own  eloquence.  He  was  preparing 
himself  for  a  grand  climax  to  his 
oration. 
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'  For  see  here,  ma'am.  It's  a  bad 
enough  thing  to  be  mixed  up  in  a 
business  with  a  madman,  but  it's  better 
than  being  the  wife  of  one.  And  what 
I've  come  to  tell  you,  ma'am,  and  what 
you  may  take  my  word  for,  though  you 
mustn't  ask  me  no  questions,  is  this : 
you've  been  thinking  he's  your  husband, 
ma'am,  but  he's  not.' 

In  spite  of  the  need  of  caution  in 
making  these  very  delicate  disclosures, 
Pickering  was  so  much  moved  that  he 
brought  out  the  last  word  in  a  voice  of 
thunder.  Poor  Nanny,  to  whom  this 
statement  was  far  from  being  the  sur- 
prise he  expected,  could  not  forbear  from 
smiling  at  his  grotesque  vehemence. 

*I  know  tliat,  Pickering,  I  know  that,' 
she  said  quietly.  *  His  wife  is  Lady 
Ellen  Ryder.' 
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'  Why,  ma'am,  how  did  you  find  it 
out  ?' 

'  He  told  me  so,  for  one  thing.' 

*  Well,  ma'am,  and  ain't  that  fit  to  be 
called  good  news  ?' 

'Why,  ye — es,  perhaps  it  is.  But 
I'm  still  bound  to  keep  watch  over  him 
till  this  Lady  Ellen  turns  up.  And  why 
is  she  so  strangely  shy  of  appearing  ?' 

*  Well,  ma'am,'  said  the  old  man 
diffidently,  '  they  do  say — though,  mind 
you,  I've  never  held  altogether  with  that 
way  of  thinking — that  it  was  her  flighty 
ways  made  the  Captain  take  to  the 
courses  he  did.  And  then,  of  course, 
ma'am,  it's  in  nature  not  to  care  to  be 
tied  to  a  mad  husband.' 

'  But  he's  only  mad  sometimes.      I'm 

sure  when ' 

She    faltered  and   broke    down.      She 
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could  not  discuss  that  happy  time,  the 
remembrance  of  which  added  one  more 
horror  to  her  present  position.  The 
old  gardener  shook  his  head  grimly. 

'  Well,  ma  am,'  he  said  grimly,  '  that 
only  makes  him  more  dangerous-like, 
don't  it  ?' 

She  could  not  deny  this.  She  walked 
to  one  of  the  windows,  and  looked  out 
through  choking  tears  at  the  pretty 
lawn,  the  border  of  bright  dahlias  and 
chrysanthemums  fresh  from  the  rain  of 
the  night,  at  the  piles  of  brown  and 
yellow  leaves  which  the  wind  had  swept 
down  and  swirled  into  little  heaps  on 
the  green  grass.  But  Nanny  had  not 
come  to  meditate  on  the  scene.  She 
turned  presently  in  a  tornado  of  indig- 
nation. 

'  I  will  make  the  woman  come,'  she 
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cried  passionately.  '  It  is  her  folly  and 
wickedness  in  hiding  herself  all  this  time 
which  have  led  me  into  this  misery.' 

Pickering  could  not  contradict  her. 
She  walked  briskly  to  her  writing-table. 

*  Will  you  send  off  a  telegram  for  me 
at  once  V  she  asked,  as  she  took  up  a 
pencil. 

'  Yes,  ma'am,  certainly.' 

In  a  few  moments  she  handed  him 
a  telegraph  -  form,  with  this  message 
written  : 

'  Miss  May, 

* —  Clark  Street,  Edinburgh. 

*  Find  out  and  wire  immediately  name 
of  lady  staying  with  Miss  A.' 

Pickering  scratched  his  head  dubiously 
as  he   made    no   scruple  of  reading  this 
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message,  but  he  agreed  to  send  it  off, 
and  started  at  once,  promising  to  return 
later  to  visit  the  Captain. 

Nanny  then  breakfasted  hurriedly,  and 
afterwards  with  unspeakable  reluctance 
went  to  the  stable,  according  to  her 
promise,  carrying  on  her  arm  a  covered 
basket  which  she  often  used  when  she 
went  out  to  cut  flowers.  Into  this  she 
had  put  a  cup  of  tea  and  food  from  the 
breakfast-table.  She  entered  the  stable 
by  the  back  way,  unlocked  and  opened 
the  door  of  the  madman's  room  without 
having  obtained  any  answer  to  her 
knock,  and  found  him  still  asleep.  She 
put  the  food  beside  him,  and  left  the 
room  without  waking  him. 

The  day  passed  quietly,  but  in  the 
evening  Pickering,  with  a  face  as  white 
as   that  of  a  dead   man,  again   came   to 
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The    Grange.      Nanny,    seeing    that    he 
was  unable  to  speak,  said  : 

'  You  have  found  something  ?' 
'  Oh,  ma'am,  surely  you  don't  know !' 
'  I   am  afraid  I    do,'  she   answered,  as 
calmly  as  ever.     'You  have   found  the 
body  of  Mrs.  Durrant.' 

They  compared  what  they  knew — she 
telling  of  the  struggle  she  had  heard, 
the  noise  of  the  opening  window ;  he 
of  his  discovery  of  the  dead  body 
among  the  shrubs  in  the  garden  under- 
neath. 

'  I  have  locked  up  the  place,  ma*am, 
and  left  the  body  to  lie,'  he  said.  '  I 
daren't  touch  it,  and  I  daren't  go  on 
living  at  my  cottage  there.  So,  if  you 
please,  I'll  stay  at  the  stable  here,  and 
look  after  the  poor  master.  But  there'll 
be   difficulties  and  dangers  yet,    ma'am. 
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over  this  awful  business.  For  there's 
two  people  knows  of  it  besides  us. 
There's  Mr.  Eley,  who's  got  no  wits 
to  live  on  now  his  sister's  gone  ;  and 
there's  the  servant,  who's  gone,  and  who 
must  have  known  something.  For 
there's  a  lot  of  the  poor  dead  woman's 
things  missing.' 

Before  Nanny's  eyes  floated  an  awful 
vision  of  a  trial,  a  conviction,  and  a  sen- 
tence upon  her  husband  as  a  criminal 
lunatic.  Her  husband  ?  No,  not  even 
that.  All  the  dreadful  shame  would 
come  out,  to  add  to  her  misery.  She 
stood  transfixed,  having  nothing  to  say. 
Pickering  glanced  at  her  with  respectful 
sympathy  ;  he  had,  however,  no  consola- 
tion to  offer. 

While  he  still  stood  there  a  telegram 
was  brought   to    Nanny.     It  was    from 


RALPH  RYDER  OF  BREXT 


Meg,  in  answer  to  hers.     This  was  the 
message  : 

'  Mrs.  Ryder, 

'  Grange,  Brent. 

'  Your  mother-in-law,  Mrs.  Ryder, 
arrived  at  Miss  A.'s  day  before  yester- 
day with   a  lady  whose   name  I  cannot 

discover. 

'Meg.' 

Nanny  did  not  show  this  telegram  to 
Pickering,  nor  did  she  offer  any  com- 
ment on  it.  She  simply  walked  to  her 
writing-table,  and  wrote  out  another 
telegram  : 

'  Mrs.  Ryder  (c/o  Miss  May), 

' —  Clark  Street,  Edinburgh. 

*  Come  to  Brent  Grange  at  once,  and 
bring  Lady  Ellen.  Her  husband  wishes 
to  see  her.' 
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This  message  she  offered  to  the  old 
gardener  to  read.  But  the  perusal  of  it 
scared  him.  He  looked  up  at  her  with  a 
deprecating  glance. 

*  I  daren't  send  off  that  message, 
ma'am.' 

Nanny  did  not  attempt  to  argue  with 
him. 

'  Very  well.     Then  I  will,'  said  she. 

She  would  not  listen  to  the  faint  offers 
he  then  made,  being  resolved  not  to  trust 
to  unwilling  hands.  Dismissing  him, 
therefore,  she  ran  upstairs,  put  on  her 
hat,  and  went  herself  to  the  station. 

She  went  inside  the  telegraph-office 
just  at  the  moment  that  a  train  drew 
into  the  station.  When  she  came  out 
on  to  the  platform,  the  few  passengers 
had  alighted  or  taken  their  places,  and 
the    train    had    moved    on   again.     Ab- 
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sorbed  as  Nanny  was  in  thoughts  full  of 
terror  and  sadness,  she  was  conscious 
that  the  figure  of  a  plainly-dressed  lady, 
walking  away  from  her,  struck  her  with 
a  sense  of  familiarity.  She,  however, 
attached  no  importance  to  this  impression, 
which  she  would  have  ascribed  to  the 
direction  of  her  own  thoughts.  When 
she  got  outside  the  station,  the  lady  in 
front  of  her  hailed  the  solitary  fly  on  the 
stand  outside,  and  her  voice,  as  she  spoke 
to  the  driver,  was  distinctly  audible  to 
Nanny. 

'  Do  you  know  Brent  Grange  ?'  asked 
the  voice. 

Nanny  drew  a  long,  choking  breath. 
She  tried  to  articulate,  but  could  not. 
Then,  springing  forward  as  the  other 
was  getting  into  the  fly,  she  caught  her 
arm. 
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It  was  her  sister  Meg. 

'  Oh,  Meg,  Meg  !*  she  sobbed,  when 
her  sister  had  with  difficulty  stifled  a 
scream  at  the  sight  of  her  white  face ; 
'  I — I  don't  know  why  you  have  come, 
and  I'm  quite — quite  well  and — and — 
and  happy.  But,  oh  !  Meg,  Meg  darling, 
if  you  hadn't  come,  I  believe  I  should 
have  died  to-night!' 

They  were  driving  to  The  Grange 
now,  and  she  sank  into  her  sister's  arms, 
sobbing  bitterly. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


WhExX  her  first  outburst  of  joy  at  her 
sister's  coming  was  over,  Nanny  drew 
herself  back  from  Meg's  arms,  over- 
whelmed by  the  increased  difficulties  of 
her  position.  Not  only  had  she  now  to 
conceal  her  husband,  and  keep  him  from 
escaping  into  danger,  but  she  had  to  do 
it  all  under  a  pair  of  watchful  eyes. 
For,  struggling  with  the  temptation  to 
open  her  heart  to  her  sister,  and  pour 
out  the  whole  story  of  the  terrible 
troubles  which  had  fallen  upon  her, 
Nanny  resolved  still  to  keep  her  own 
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counsel.  Warm-hearted,  strong-willed 
Meg  was  too  impulsive  to  be  trusted 
unreservedly  with  such  delicate  secrets 
as  those  which  were  burdening  poor 
Nanny.  If  she  were  to  hear  of  Dan's 
madness  and  previous  marriage,  she 
v/ould  want  to  consult  a  lawyer  about 
the  possibility  of  having  her  sister's  mar- 
riage annulled. 

Now,  this  course  might  be  inevitable. 
But  yet  Nanny  shrank  from  it.  Besides 
the  shame  of  confessing  the  miserable 
mistake  she  had  made,  there  was  down 
at  the  bottom  of  her  heart  still  a  wild, 
vague  hope  that  *  things  would  come 
right,  after  all.'  It  seemed  to  her,  now 
that  she  again  felt  a  pair  of  affectionate 
arms  round  her,  that  such  absolute  ruin 
could  not  come  upon  her  life  so  early, 
and  without  any  fault  of  her  own.      Dan 
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would  get  well,  and  Lady  Ellen  would 
prove  never  to  have  been  his  wife  at  all, 
and 

Then  before  her  eyes  rose,  like  a  black 
mist,  the  remembrance  of  the  crime 
which  had  been  committed  almost 
before  her  eyes.  She  shuddered,  and 
Meg's  arms  closed  lovingly  round  her 
again. 

*  What  made  you  come,  Meg  ?'  she 
asked  suddenly,  wondering  whether  she 
had  made  unconscious  admissions  in  her 
weekly  letters. 

'Your  telegram,'  answered  her  sister 
promptly.  *  I  knew  by  the  tone  of  your 
letters  that  there  was  something  wrong, 
and  when  I  got  that  telegram  I  knew 
it  was  very  wrong.  So  I  came  at 
once.' 

'  And  you  found  out  the  name  of  the 
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lady  who  is  staying  with  Miss  Anstru- 
ther  ?'  asked  Nanny,  with  as  much 
composure  as  she  could  muster. 

*  I  hadn't  time.  I  tell  you  I  came 
away  at  once,  with  hardly  any  luggage, 
catching  the  next  train.  Luckily,  I  had 
saved  enough  out  of  the  housekeeping 
money  for  my  ticket.' 

*  Poor  Meg  !  How  you  must  have 
scraped !' 

'  I  did.  I've  never  wasted  a  match  or 
an  end  of  thread.  But  I  knew  very 
well  you  would  have  trouble  sooner  or 
later,  and  I  was  determined  that  I  would 
be  able  to  come.' 

Nanny  trembled.  How  would  she  be 
able  to  keep  her  secret  under  such  tender 
yet  resolute  care  as  this  ? 

*  Of  course,  too,  I  know  what  the 
trouble  is.      I  knew  as  soon  as  I  got  the 


RALPH  RYDER  OF  BRENT  69 

telegram.      He  was  married  already,  and 
this  lady  you  asked  about  is ' 

*  Oh  don't,  don't  !'  interrupted  Nanny 
with  a  groan.  '  Meg,  don't  make  me 
sorry  you  have  come.' 

There  was  a  short  pause,  and  when 
Meg  spoke  again  it  was  in  a  very  low 
and  gentle  voice. 

*  I  won't  say  a  word  that  you  don't 
wish  to  hear,  dear.  You  will  know 
what  you  asked  by  to-night.  I  com- 
missioned old  Mrs.  Bruce  to  find  out 
the  name  of  the  lady  who  is  staying 
with  Miss  Anstruther,  and  to  telegraph 
it  to  me  at  once.  You  know  how 
discreet  Mrs.  Bruce  is.  She  would 
never  say  a  word  about  it  to  anyone, 
and  she  visits  Miss  Anstruther  so  often 
that  she  could  find  out  better  than 
anybody  else.' 
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*  Yes.     Thank  you,  Meg.' 

Another  pause. 

'  Captain  Ryder  is  away  still  ?'  asked 
Meg  presently,  in  a  distinctly  colder 
tone. 

'  Yes.' 

'  Do  you  expect  him  back  soon  ?' 

'  I — don't — know.' 

Nanny's  trembling  voice,  and  an  un- 
mistakable constraint  in  her  tone,  would 
have  betrayed  clearly  enough  that  there 
was  some  cause  of  estrangement  between 
husband  and  wife.  Meg;  was  wise 
enough  to  say  no  more  on  the  subject ; 
and,  as  they  had  by  this  time  reached 
The  Grange,  both  were  glad  of  a  natural 
opportunity  of  changing  the  conversa- 
tion. 

'  Nanny,  what  a  lovely  place  !'  cried 
the  elder  sister  enthusiastically. 
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And  it  crossed  her  mind,  with  a  sharp 
pang,  that  Nanny  must  indeed  have 
suffered  deeply  here,  since  her  letters 
had  contained  so  little  praise  of  her 
beautiful  new  home.  Young  Mrs. 
Ryder  tried  to  throw  herself  into  the 
pleasure  and  pride  of  showing  the  place, 
and  of  listening  to  the  expression  of  her 
sister's  admiration.  But  at  the  very 
outset  she  received  a  shock  which  made 
it  hard  to  maintain  her  composure. 

On  entering  the  drawing-room,  Nanny 
found  lying  on  one  of  the  tables  a  note 
directed  to  her  in  a  man's  handwriting 
which  she  did  not  know.  A  servant 
had  come  into  the  room  with  a  lamp, 
and  Nanny  turned  to  her  and  asked  who 
had  called  in  her  absence. 

'  No  one,  ma'am,'  said  the  maid. 

'  Who  brought  this  note  in  here,  then  ?' 
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'  I  don't  know,  ma'am.  But  I'll  ask 
the  others.' 

She  left  the  room ;  and  Nanny,  first 
taking  care  to  turn  her  sister's  attention 
to  the  view  of  the  garden  from  the 
window,  went  close  to  the  lamp  and 
tore  open  the  note.  She  saw  that  it  had 
been  scrawled  hurriedly  in  pencil  on  a 
half- sheet  of  her  own  notepaper,  taken 
from  her  writing-table,  which  stood  near 
the  window.     This  was  the  note  : 

*  Dear  Madam, 

*  I  am  sure  you  will  not  refuse 
to  give  me  assistance  when  you  know 
what  the  consequence  of  your  refusal 
would  necessarily  be.  I  must  get  away 
from  here,  or  I  shall  be  presently  arrested 
on  suspicion  of  having  caused  the  death 
of  my  unhappy  sister,  whose  body  cannot 
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fail  to  be  found  in  a  few  days.  I  know 
that  Captain  Ryder  was  not  responsible 
for  his  actions  at  the  time  he  committed 
this  crime.  But  if  the  truth  wxre  to 
come  out  about  it,  the  story  about  his 
killing  his  own  child  could  not  fail  to 
be  discovered  also,  and  he  would  be 
confined  by  the  State  as  a  criminal 
lunatic,  which  is  just  what  your  mother- 
in-law  has  incurred  so  much  trouble  and 
expense  to  avoid.  Now  what  will  you 
and  she  do  for  me  ?  I  am  willing  to 
go  away,  right  out  of  the  country  if  you 
like,  but  of  course  my  expenses  must  be 
paid.  Will  you  please  confer  with  her 
as  quickly  as  possible  ?  I  don't  know 
her  address,  or  I  would  write  to  her 
myself.  I  shall  wait  about  the  grounds, 
and  you  will  perhaps  be  kind  enough 
to  come  out  and  speak  to  me  this  even- 
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ing.      I  spent  last  night  in   town,  but  I 
was  obliged  to  come  back  here  this  after- 
noon, as  I  have  no  money  left. 
'  I  am,  madam,  yours  obediently, 

*  Valentine  Eley.' 

Nanny  read  this  letter  through  and 
put  it  into  her  pocket.  Then,  approach- 
ing the  window  at  which  her  sister  was 
standing,  she  perceived  that  it  was  not 
fastened.  Remembering  that  she  had 
left  it  open  that  afternoon,  she  knew  by 
what  means  Valentine  had  left  the  note 
upon  her  table.  She  had  scarcely  finished 
reading  it  when  the  parlourmaid  returned 
to  say  that  none  of  the  other  servants 
had  brought  a  note  in  or  opened  the 
door  to  a  visitor  that  afternoon.  Meg, 
who  must  have  noticed  this  incident, 
made  no  remark   upon   it.      She  seemed 
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to  have  grown  preternaturally  discreet. 
Even  when,  during  dinner,  a  message 
was  brought  that  Pickering  wished  to 
see  Mrs.  Ryder  for  a  few  moments,  and 
Nanny,  turning  white  and  cold,  im- 
mediately left  the  room,  Meg  made  no 
remark,  and  seemed  not  to  notice  the 
perturbation  which  was  visible  in  her 
sister's  manner. 

Pickering  was  going,  he  said,  away 
for  a  day  or  two,  and  he  had  come  to 
warn  Mrs.  Ryder  that,  in  the  meantime, 
'  the  Captain  ' — and  here  he  jerked  his 
thumb  over  his  shoulder  in  the  supposed 
direction  of  the  stable — would  be  de- 
pendent upon  her  for  his  food. 

*  You  won't  find  him  difficult  to 
manage,  ma'am,'  said  he.  ^  Now  the 
fit's  over  he'll  gradually  get  himself 
again,  and   in   a  day  or   two  he'll  be  as 
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right  as  ever,  and  you'd  never  guess 
there  had  been  anything  w^rong  with 
him.  And  what's  more,  he  won't  know 
it  himself.' 

Nanny,  far  from  being  reassured  by 
this  intelligence,  listened  with  dread. 
That  would  indeed  be  the  most  terrible 
trial  of  all,  when,  never  guessing  the 
frightful  experience  to  which  he  had 
subjected  his  wife,  he  would  claim  her 
love  and  duty  without  a  doubt  or  a 
suspicion. 

'  But,  Pickering,  can't  you  stay  a  little 
longer  ?  Is  it  really  necessary  that  you 
should  go  away  just  now  ?' 

*  Indeed  it  is,  ma'am,  and,  to  say  true, 
it's  mostly  along  of  you  I'm  going. 
This  here  business  must  be  found  out  in 
a  day  or  two,  and  there'll  be  an  inquest, 
and  all   sorts  of  questions  asked.     And 
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Tm  a-going  to  make  Lady  Ellen  take 
her  share  of  the  bother  this  time,  instead 
of  shoving  it  all  on  to  your  shoulders.' 

*  Oh,  Pickering,  don't !  Yd  rather 
not  see  her.  At  least — I  don't  know 
what  to  do.' 

The  poor  child  put  her  head  in  her 
hands. 

'  Don't  you  give  way,  ma'am.  It's 
better  for  you  than  her,  after  all,  ma'am, 
you  see.  For  she's  his  wife,  and  she 
can't  get  out  of  that.  And  for  you, 
why,  it's  only  just  an  unpleasantness, 
after  all.' 

It  was  the  philosophical  way  of  look- 
ing at  it,  but  it  brought  no  comfort  to 
Nanny,  whose  heart  was  sore  with  an 
irreparable  loss,  an  unmerited  shame. 
She  told  Pickering  that  the  brother  of 
the  murdered  woman  was  about,  again 
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levying  blackmail.  The  old  man 
advised  her  to  help  him,  as  otherwise  he 
might  be  suspected  of  the  crime,  and 
might  have  to  tell  what  he  knew  to  save 
himself. 

*  You  see,  we  must  keep  it  dark  as 
long  as  we  can,  ma'am  ;  and  then  Lady 
Ellen,  who  is  a  famous  hand  at  that 
game,  may  hit  on  a  plan  for  hushing  it 
up,  as  she  did  last  time.  I  don't  know 
what  the  servant-girl  knows,  but  as  she's 
run  away  and  taken  a  lot  of  her  poor 
mistress's  things  with  her,  she's  not 
likely  to  trouble  us.' 

Nanny  bade  the  old  gardener  good- 
bye with  a  heavy  heart,  and  returned  to 
the  dining-room,  where  Meg  received 
her  without  a  single  question.  This 
delicate  reserve  on  the  part  of  her 
impulsive  elder  sister  was  becoming  dis- 
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quieting  to  Nanny.  What  did  she 
suspect  ?  Meg  had  left  the  dinner-table, 
and  was  sitting  by  the  fire  eating  grapes, 
the  yellow  flames  throwing  into  high 
relief  a  head  of  hair  which  her  enemies, 
if  she  had  had  any,  would  have  called 
*  carroty.'  She  only  glanced  up  when 
her  sister  entered,  and  went  on  eating. 

'  This  is  a  jolly  house !'  she  said 
voluptuously,  as  she  settled  herself  a  little 
further  back  in  her  chair  and  glanced  at 
its  carved  arms. 

'  Jolly  !'  echoed  her  sister,  in  a  tone  of 
mingled  bitterness  and  indignation. 

*  I  repeat  — Joify  /'  said  Meg,  more 
emphatically.  '  Of  course  I  have  heard 
of  ''  splendid  misery  "  and  "  hollow 
hearts  beneath  crowns,"  and  the  rest  of 
it.  But  after  twenty-two  years  of  happy 
penury,  or  penurious  happiness,  which- 
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ever  you  like  to  call  it,  I  unhesitatingly 
say.  Give  me  misery  and  millions.  Put 
me  in  a  big,  beautiful  house,  and  then 
neglect  me  as  much  as  ever  you  like/ 

*  Tm  not  neglected,'  said  Nanny 
slov^ly.  '  And  I  am  not  sure  that  I  would 
go  back  to  the  old  days,  although  ' — and 
her  voice  faltered — '  I  admit  that  I'm 
not  very  happy.  But  you  see,  Meg,  it 
changes  one  so  to  be  frantically  happy 
and  then  frantically  miserable,  that  to 
talk  of  the  Nanny  of  the  old  days  is  like 
talking  of  some  small,  insignificant  dead 
thing  that  I  didn't  knov^  or  care  much 
about.  Now,  can  you  amuse  yourself 
while  I  write  some  letters  ?' 

*  Certainly.  Where  shall  I  bestow 
myself.?' 

'  Will  you  come  into  the  drawing- 
room  ?     The  fire  will  have  burnt  up  by 
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this  time,  and  it  will  be  warm  and 
cheerful.  I  can  write  my  letters  in  the 
study/ 

Meg's  suspicions  were  roused  at  once. 
For  Nanny's  writing-table  was  in  the 
drawing-room.  However,  she  got  up 
with  unquestioning  docility,  followed 
her  sister,  and  submitted  to  be  left  in 
solitary  state  in  the  midst  of  the  brocaded 
chairs  and  sofas  with  gilt  legs,  which 
filled  her  simple  soul  with  admiration 
and  envy.  She  had,  however,  something 
more  interesting  than  furniture  to  occupy 
her  thoughts,  being  determined  to  find 
out  the  whole  reason  of  her  sister's 
evident  unhappiness  without  teasing  her 
by  any  more  questions.  There  was  some 
mystery,  she  felt  sure,  besides  this 
rumour  of  a  former  wife  hanging  over 
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The  Grange,  and  clouding  the  life  of  its 
young  mistress. 

Meg  heard  Nanny  go  upstairs,  and, 
putting  the  drawing-room  door  ajar,  she 
presently  heard  her  come  down.  Peep- 
ing out,  she  saw  that  Nanny  had  on  a 
hat  and  cloak,  and  that  she  went  down 
the  corridor  which  led  past  the  study  to 
a  side-door  into  the  garden.  Meg  would 
not  follow  her  ;  it  would  be  too  much 
like  playing  the  spy.  But  at  that 
moment  the  front-door  bell  rang,  and 
Nanny  ran  back  into  the  hall.  A  minute 
later  she  brought  Meg  a  telegram.  It 
was  from  Mrs.  Bruce,  and  this  was  the 
message : 

*  Two  ladies  staying  with  Miss  A. 
One  is  Mrs.  Ryder  ;  cannot  learn  name 
of  second.' 
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Nanny  snatched  the  telegram  from 
her  sister's  hand  and  read  it.  The 
second  lady,  she  could  not  doubt,  was 
Lady  Ellen.  And  she  was  staying  in 
the  same  house  with  old  Mrs.  Ryder. 
Nanny  was  more  utterly  perplexed  than 
ever  by  this  discovery.  What,  then, 
could  the  position  of  Lady  Ellen  be  ? 
She  ran  to  her  writing-table,  seized  a 
telegraph-form,  and  wrote  this  message  : 

'Mrs.  Ryder (c/oMissAnstruther), 
' Street,  Edinburgh. 

'  Come  here  at  once,  and  bring  Lady 
Ellen  with  you.' 

'  AxNToxiA  Ryder.' 

She  had  kept  the  boy  waiting,  and 
she  now  ran  into  the  hall  to  give  him 
this     telegram     with     her     own     hands. 
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Then,  without  returning  to  Meg,  she 
went  into  the  garden  to  meet  Valentine. 
Poor  Meg  longed  to  detain  her,  for  it 
was  raining  fast,  and  the  wind  was  keen 
and  cold.  Nanny,  however,  scarcely 
knew  this. 

Valentine  Eley,  who  had  been  waiting 
about,  heard  the  garden-door  shut,  and 
came  to  meet  her  immediately.  He 
wore  no  overcoat,  and  was  wet  through 
and  shivering.  His  voice,  when  he 
spoke,  was  hoarse  and  weak. 

*  Why  didn't  you  go  under  some 
shelter  ?'  asked  Nanny,  on  perceiving 
the  plight  he  was  in.  *  There  is  the 
summer-house  or  the  stable.' 

He  shuddered  convulsively. 

'  I  went  into  the  stable,'  he  whispered. 
*  But  there  were  noises — voices  there, 
and — and — I — I  couldn't  stand  it.' 
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Nanny,  knowing  whose  voice  it  was 
that  he  had  heard,  asked  no  further 
questions. 

'  I  don't  know  what  to  do  for  you,' 
she  said  doubtfully.  '  I  have  hardly 
any  money,  unless  a  cheque  would 
do.' 

'  I'd  rather  not  have  a  cheque,'  he 
said.  '  If  you  can  give  me  some  money, 
I — could  get  away — by  train — some- 
where —  anywhere  —  away  from  here. 
This  place  gives  me  the  horrors.' 

Nanny  was  seized  with  pity  for  the 
poor  wretch.  The  death  of  his  sister, 
whose  stronger  mind  had  subjected  his 
entirely,  seemed  to  have  broken  him  up. 
He  was  not  threatening  or  blustering  in 
voice  or  manner,  but  pitifully  weak,  ilU 
and  shattered.  And  he  was  not  without 
a  consciousness  that  this  was  the  attitude 
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best  calculated  to  secure  him  the  sym- 
pathy of  his  hearer. 

*  Will  you  go  away  to-night  ?  You 
don't  seem  well  enough  to  walk.' 

*  Oh,  I  shall  get  to  the  station  some- 
how, and  into  the  first  train  that  starts. 
Or,  if  I  can't,  I  shall  sleep  under  a 
hedge  and  start  to-morrow  morning. 
There  would  be  questions  asked  if  I 
were  to  go  to  a  hotel.' 

There  would,  undoubtedly.  On  the 
other  hand,  it  seemed  hard  that  this 
man,  worthless  as  he  might  be,  should 
creep  about  like  a  hunted  creature  in 
consequence  of  a  crime  in  which  he  had 
had  no  hand.  Besides,  he  was  scarcely 
in  a  fit  state  to  walk  about,  and  his 
appearance  would  be  sure  to  excite 
remark  at  the  station. 

*  I  think,'  said  Nanny,  *  you  had  better 
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come  into  the  house  and  have  your 
clothes  dried  first.  And  I  will  find  you 
an  overcoat  and  an  umbrella.' 

Valentine  assented  gratefully,  and  fol- 
lowed her  into  the  house.  As  she  went, 
it  occurred  to  her  that  Valentine's  ap- 
pearance, and  also  this  back-stairs  sort  of 
entrance,  might  set  the  servants  talking. 
So  she  led  him  into  the  nearest  room, 
which  was  the  study,  and,  inviting  him 
to  sit  by  the  fire,  went  upstairs  and 
hunted  out  some  clothes  of  her  husband's 
for  him.  Then,  the  maids  being  all  at 
supper  in  the  servants'  hall,  she  returned 
to  the  study,  and  directed  him  to  go  up 
into  one  of  the  spare-rooms,  where  he 
could  change  his  clothes.  She  was 
alarmed  to  see  that  he  at  first  scarcely 
understood  her,  and  that  he  staggered  as 
he  rose  from  the  chair. 
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*  You  are  ill/  she  cried  in  alarm. 

*  I — Fm  afraid  I  am.' 

*  I  must  send  for  a  doctor/  cried 
Nanny. 

'  No,  no  !'  said  Valentine,  supporting 
himself  against  the  mantelpiece.  He 
foresaw  the  difficulties,  both  for  her  and 
for  himself,  to  which  this  would  give 
rise.  '  The  warm  room  has  made  me 
giddy,  that's  all.  Let  me  wait  here  a 
minute,  and  I  can  go.' 

Almost  unconsciously  they  had  been 
talking  in  whispers.  Nanny  came  a 
step  nearer  to  him,  looking  anxiously  at 
his  haggard  face. 

'  You  can't  go,'  said  she.  '  It  would 
not  be  safe  for  you.  You  must  stay 
until  you  have  seen  a  doctor,  even  at  the 
risk  of  everything's  being  found  out.' 

These   last   words   fell   on   the  ears  of 
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the  astonished  Meg,  who,  believing  her 
sister  to  be  still  out  of  doors,  had  come 
in  search  of  a  book  to  while  away  the 
time. 

Nanny  sprang  back  as  her  sister,  who 
had  found  the  door  ajar,  pushed  it  open 
and  showed  herself. 

'  Meg,'  said  Nanny  briefly,  *  don't 
scream  out  and  alarm  the  servants.  Will 
you  go  for  a  doctor  ?' 

'  Yes,'  said  Meg  promptly,  *  if  you'll 
tell  me  the  wav.' 

Nanny,  who  saw  that  Valentine  was 
growing  worse  each  moment,  hurriedly 
gave  her  sister  the  necessary  directions  ; 
and  Meg,  taking  her  sister's  hat  and 
cloak,  started  off  at  once.  She  had  mis- 
calculated her  own  acuteness,  however, 
for,  although  she  managed  to  find  her 
way  safely  to  Brent  Green,  the  trees  in 
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the  gardens  hid  the  houses  so  completely 
that  she  found  it  impossible  to  identify 
the  *  large  white  house  with  a  brass 
plate  on  the  door.'  She  retraced  her 
steps,  therefore,  and,  finding  that  the 
first  house  on  the  green  was  a  white 
house,  went  into  the  garden  to  see 
whether  there  was  a  plate  on  the  door. 
Finding  that  there  was  none,  she  was 
returning  to  the  gate,  when  a  young 
fellow  ran  quickly  through  and  met  her 
face  to  face. 

*  Oh,  will  you  be  kind  enough  to 
tell  me  which  is  Dr.  Blundell's  ?'  cried 
Meg. 

The  young  fellow  stopped  and  looked 
at  her  in  momentary  bewilderment.  It 
was  Charlie  Bambridge.  He  recognised 
young  Mrs.  Ryder's  hat  and  cloak,  and 
certain  tones  of  the  voice. 
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*  I  will  take  you  to  the  gate,'  said  he, 
turning  to  accompany  her..  *  I  hope 
nobody  is  ill  at  The  Grange  ?'  he  added 
solicitously. 

*  Oh  no.    At  least '  Meg  hesitated, 

and  then  she  changed  the  subject.    *  How 
did  you  know  I  was  from  The  Grange  ?' 

'  By  your  voice.  You  are  Mrs. 
Ryder's  sister,  are  you  not  ?' 

'  Yes.' 

Meg  noticed  a  warmth  of  interest  in 
his  tone  which  gave  her  a  clue  to  his 
identity. 

'  Oh,'  she  said  suddenly,  *  you  are  one 
of  those  nice  people  she  is  always  writing 
about.  Your  name  is  Bambridge,  isn't 
it  ?' 

'Yes.      Charlie  Bambridge.' 

'  Are  you  the  one  who  rows,  or  the 
one  who  has  a  bicycle  r 
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'  I  am  the  one  who  has  a  bicycle/ 
said  CharHe. 

*  And  you  have  a  sister  named  Laura, 
whom  my  sister  is  very  fond  of,  and  who 
is  very  fond  of  her  ?' 

*  I  hope  that  description  applies  to  all 
of  us.  Certainly  the  last  part  does.  We 
are  all  fond  of  her,  if  I  may  be  allowed 
to  say  so  ;  and  we  are  all  awfully  sorry  to 
see  the  change  which  has  come  over  her 
since  she  has  been  here.' 

He  blurted  out  this  last  sentence 
hurriedly,  feeling  that  it  was  better  to 
let  this  sister  know  at  once  that  some- 
thing was  wrong.  Meg,  hurrying  along 
beside  him,  guessed  that  he  knew  more 
than  this. 

*  She  does  not  seem  very  happy,  I 
am  afraid,'  she  said. 

*  No.      I  am  very,  very  glad  you  have 
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come.  I — I  should  like  to  tell  you 
something.  Here  we  are  at  the  doctor's. 
May  I  wait  for  you  and  see  you  home  to 
The  Grange  ?' 

'  Oh  yes,  please  do.* 

Meg's  simple  straightforwardness  of 
speech  and  manner  struck  the  young 
man  with  a  quaint,  pleasant  sense  ot 
novelty.  It  was  not  a  bit  like  the  self- 
conscious  brusquerie  of  those  London- 
bred  girls  who  claim  to  be  strong-minded 
and  matter-of-fact.  When  she  had 
delivered  her  message  for  the  doctor, 
Meg  ran  down  the  steps  and  quietly 
accepted  Charlie's  suggestion  that  she 
should  share  the  shelter  of  his  umbrella, 
as  she  had  come  out  without  one. 

'  I  think  you  would  get  along  better 
if  you  were  to  take  my  arm,'  he 
said. 
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*  Thank  you,  I  will/  she  answered, 
again  accepting  the  suggestion.  *  And 
now,'  she  went  on,  as  they  got  outside 
the  garden-gate,  and  the  rain  pattered 
down  through  the  almost  leafless  trees 
above  them,  *  will  you  please  tell  me 
what  it  was  you  had  to  say  ?' 

'Well,'  said  Charlie  judicially,  *I 
wouldn't  tell  what  I  am  going  to  tell 
you  to  any  other  woman,  because  they 
generally  get  so  hysterical  over  anything 
important.' 

'  How  do  you  know  that  I  shall  not 
get  hysterical  ?  You  have  scarcely  known 
me  half  an  hour  !' 

*  I  must  take  my  chance  of  having 
made  a  mistake.  I  don't  think  I  have, 
though.' 

*  And  this  that  you  have  to  tell  me 
concerns  my  sister?' 
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'  You  shall  judge  for  yourself.  I 
stayed  late  in  town  last  night  to  go  to 
the  theatre.  Just  as  I  was  turning  out 
of  the  Strand  into  Villiers  Street  to  catch 
the  last  train  home  by  the  Under- 
ground, a  man  who  was  coming  from 
the  station  staggered  up  to  me  and 
slapped  me  on  the  back.  It  was  a 
fellow  named  Eley  who  lives  at  The 
White  House,  near  here — an  awful  cad, 
whom  I  detest.  He  had  been  drinking, 
and  looked  awfully  upset.  I  tried  to 
pass  him,  but  he  wouldn't  be  shaken 
off,  and  when  I  got  away  by  telling  him 
I  should  lose  my  train,  he  suddenly 
turned  from  maudlin  to  angry,  and  said 
that  ''  if  he  was  to  be  treated  as  a  pariah 
he  would  make  somebody  pay  for  it, 
and  I  was  to  tell  my  friends  the  Ryders 
so."       Now,  the     fellow    spoke    like    a 
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desperate  man,  and — there  is  an  awkward 
secret  in  the  family/ 

*  What  is  the  secret  ?'  interrupted 
Meg,  in  a  tone  of  suppressed  excitement. 

*  I  cannot  tell  you.  I  learned  what  I 
know  about  it  by  an  accident,  and  I  am 
under  oath  not  to  divulge  it.' 

*  Under  oath  to  whom  ?' 

*  To  Captain  Ryder.' 

They  had  entered  The  Grange  gates, 
and  were  going  through  the  winding 
avenue  of  trees  which  led  past  the  stables 
to  the  house.  Suddenly  a  wild  laugh, 
which  sounded  unearthly  in  the  darkness 
and  the  silence,  seemed  to  ring  out  from 
the  ivy  which  hung  in  thick  wreaths  on 
the  old  stables.  Meg  with  difficulty 
suppressed  a  shriek. 

'  It  sounded,'  she  whispered,  as  she 
and  her  companion  hurried  on  through 
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the  splashing    rain    to    the    house-door, 
*  like  a  m^d  laugh,  didn't  it  ?' 

But  Charlie,  whom  she  had  requested 
not  to  ring  the  bell,  was  too  busily  em- 
ployed in  finding  the  handle  of  the  door 
to  make  any  answer. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


*  Do  you  think  I  can  be  of  any  further 
use  to  you  or  to  Mrs.  Ryder?'  asked 
CharUe,  standing  on  the  steps  of  The 
Grange,  as  Meg  held  out  her  hand  to 
him.  *  The  doctor  may  give  you  a 
prescription  which  you  will  want  made 
up.  I  could  knock  up  the  chemist  for 
you.' 

'  It   is   very   kind   of  you/  said  Meg. 

*  But ' 

^  Don't  say   "  but."     I    should   be   so 
glad    if  I    could   do  anything.      Captain 
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and  Mrs.  Ryder  have  been  very  kind  to 
all  of  us.     May  I  wait  and  see  ?* 

'  Yes,  if  you  please.  I  will  go  and  tell 
my  sister  you  are  here.' 

'  It  is  not  she  who  is  ill  ?'  said  Charlie 
again. 

'  Oh  no.     I — I  will  go  and  tell  her.' 

She  left  Charlie  in  the  drawing-room, 
and  ran  to  the  study,  where  she  found 
Nanny,  looking  anxiously  in  the  direction 
of  the  sofa,  on  which  Valentine  was 
lying.  He  was  already  half  unconscious, 
and  was  seized  from  time  to  time  by 
severe  fits  of  shivering,  which  left  him 
inert  and  weak. 

*  Have  you  brought  the  doctor?'  asked 
Nanny,  whose  face  was  furrowed  with 
anxiety  and  distress. 

'  He  is  coming.  Mr.  Charles  Bam- 
bridge  is  in  the  drawing-room;  he  says 
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perhaps  he  may  be  of  use.  I'll  go  and 
watch  for  the  doctor.' 

Nanny  said  nothing,  and  Meg  left  her 
with  a  kiss  of  sympathy.  When  Dr. 
Blundell  had  seen  the  patient,  he  said  it 
was  impossible  to  move  him  that  night, 
as  Valentine  was  on  the  verge  of  a  fever. 

'  His  sister  had  better  be  sent  for,*  he 
added,  recognising  Eley,  whom  he  had 
seen  about  the  neighbourhood. 

Valentine's  eyes  opened  with  a  wide 
stare. 

'  Dead,  she  is  dead,'  said  he  in  a  hollow 
voice. 

The  doctor  turned  to  Mrs.  Ryder, 
who  had  grown  in  an  instant  ashy- white, 
and  raised  his  eyebrows  with  an  interro- 
gative glance.  After  a  moment's  pause, 
and  not  before  her  ghastly  face  had  given 
an    affirmative    answer,   she    bowed    her 
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head  silently.  Valentine  startled  them 
by  a  hoarse  laugh. 

'  Nobody  is  to  know  anything  about 
it,  of  course/  he  said  bitterly.  *  It  is  part 
of  the  secret — the  great  family  secret — 
that  Captain  Ryder  is  a  lunatic — and  a 
murderer.' 

The  doctor  was  startled  by  these 
words,  absurd  as  the  statement  naturally 
seemed  to  him.  He  glanced  from  his 
patient  to  Nanny,  and  was  still  further 
astonished  to  see  the  look  of  blank  horror 
on  her  face. 

'  He — he  is  delirious — raving,'  she 
whispered  hoarsely. 

^  Yes,  yes,'  said  the  doctor,  instantly 
shifting  his  glance  back  to  Valentine. 

But  he  was  not  quite  satisfied.  He 
wrote  a  prescription,  which  he  gave 
to    Nanny,    and    then    asked     her    who 
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was    going    to     sit     up    with     the    sick 
man. 

'  I  am/  said  she  quietly. 

*  Had  you  not  better  let  me  send  Mrs. 
Walters  in  ?  She  is  at  home  now,  I 
know,  and — she  is  a  most  discreet  woman, 
you  know.' 

*  No,  no,'  said  Nanny  quickly ;  *  I 
would  rather  not.  You  see,  doctor,'  she 
went  on,  after  a  moment's  pause,  *  if  he 
is  going  to  talk  nonsense  like  that,  and  if 
anybody  except  ourselves  hears  him,  the 
whole  neighbourhood  will  be  ringing 
with  silly  stories  presently.' 

*  Not  through  Mrs.  Walters,  I  am 
sure,'  said  he.  *  At  any  rate,  I  shall 
send  her,  for  I  could  not  think  ot 
leaving  you  alone  with  this  man,  who, 
as  you  see,  will  be  difficult  to  manage 
presently.    I  am  very  glad,'  he  continued, 
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as  he  went  along  the  corridor,  *  that  you 
have  someone  with  you.  Your  sister 
looks  like  a  capable  little  person,  and  it 
is  fortunate  she  is  with  you  at  this 
awkward  moment.     Good-night.' 

He  was  at  the  front-door  by  this  time. 
As  he  shook  hands  with  Nanny,  he  asked 
carelessly  : 

'  By-the-by,  when  do  you  expect  your 
husband  back,  Mrs.  Ryder  ?' 

*  I  don't  quite  know,'  said  Nanny 
quietly.  *  He  wrote  that  he  was  going 
on  a  cruise  with  a  friend,  but  he  did  not 
say  for  how  long.' 

*  Ah,  well,  I  hope  he  will  be  back 
soon  to  look  after  you.  You  don't  look 
well.' 

He  ran  down  the  steps  quickly,  and 
disappeared  in  the  darkness  of  the  avenue, 
while  Nanny  went  to  the  drawing-room 
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in  a  state  of  high  nervous  excitement. 
In  the  midst  of  her  distress  at  the  dis- 
closure Valentine  had  made,  she  felt  a 
throb  of  relief  that  her  terrible  secret 
had,  as  it  were,  tickled  the  ears  of  a  man 
of  experience  and  judgment  like  Dr. 
Blundell.  She  even  debated  with  her- 
self whether  she  should  take  him  alto- 
gether into  her  confidence  on  his  next 
visit,  and  had  half  resolved  upon  this 
important  step  when  she  reached  the 
drawing-room. 

Meg  and  Charlie  had  been  entertain- 
ing each  other  very  well,  Meg  being 
interested  in  the  young  fellow's  account 
of  Captain  Ryder,  whom  he  liked,  and 
of  whom,  therefore,  he  reported  most 
favourably ;  and  Charlie,  on  his  side, 
being  more  and  more  attracted  by 
Meg's  simple   directness.      He  took  the 
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prescription  from  Nanny's  hands,  and 
was  going  to  leave  the  house  with  it, 
when  Nanny,  who  accompanied  him 
through  the  hall,  said  hurriedly,  in  a  low 
voice  : 

'  I  don't  want  you  to  tell  anyone  at 
your  home  that  there  is  someone  ill 
here.  Except  Mrs.  Bambridge — I  don't 
mind  her  knowing ;  but  nobody  else. 
You  can  keep  a  secret,  I  know.  You 
did  keep  one  for  my  husband  ;  now  you 
must  keep  one  for  me.' 

*  Very  well,  Mrs.  Ryder.'  He  hesi- 
tated, and  then  said :  '  May  my  mother 
come  and  see  you  V 

Nanny's  breath  came  and  went  fast. 
It  was  a  great  temptation,  but  she 
thought  she  had  better  not  confide  her 
secret  to  any  fresh  person  until  after  she 
had  seen  Mrs.  Ryder  and  found  out  the 
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mystery  concerning  Lady  Ellen.  So  she 
shook  her  head. 

'  Not  yet,'  she  said.  *  Thank  you 
heartily  for  your  kindness.    Good-night.* 

But  Charlie  still  stood  on  the  steps. 
At  last  he  said  : 

*  May  /  know  who  it  is  that  is  ill, 
Mrs.  Ryder  ?* 

After  a  moment's  hesitation  she  told 
him.  He  received  the  information  very 
quietly,  and  then  bade  her  good-night 
and  left  her. 

But  the  moment  the  door  closed  he 
seemed  to  become  a  different  man.  In- 
stead of  walking  calmly  down  the  avenue, 
as  he  had  done  while  Mrs.  Ryder  could 
still  see  or  hear  him,  he  set  off  running 
as  fast  as  he  could,  and  never  stopped 
until  he  reached  Dr.  BlundelFs  house. 
The  doctor   was  at    home,    having  just 
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returned  from  Mrs.  Walters'  cottage, 
where  he  had  called  himself  on  his  way 
to  his  own  house. 

*  Doctor/  said  Charlie  at  once,  *  what 
is  that  fellow  Eley  doing  at  The 
Grange }' 

*  Fm  sure  I  should  like  to  know,'  said 
Dr.  Blundell.  *  He  says  his  sister  is 
dead.  Have  you  heard  anything  about 
it?' 

Charlie  answered  in  the  negative,  and 
related  the  circumstances  of  his  meeting 
with  Valentine  the  previous  night. 

'  I  feel  sure  the  rascal  has  been 
imposing  in  some  way  on  little  Mrs. 
Ryder,'  said  Charlie.  '  I  am  going 
round  to  The  White  House  to  see  if 
there  is  any  truth  in  what  he  says.' 

The  doctor  stared  at  the  young  fel- 
low, in  whose  face   and  manner  he  saw 
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evidences  of  more  exact  knowledge  than 
he  professed. 

*  Going  round  there  to-night — in  the 
rain  ?  You  have  something  more  than 
mere  vague  suspicion  of  this  fellow  to  go 
upon,  then  ?' 

*  Yes; 

'  Did  you  ever  hear  Captain  Ryder 
called  a  lunatic  ?' 

*No/ 

A  flash  of  sudden  apprehension  illu- 
mined his  face,  however. 

'  But  you  are  not  surprised  at  the 
question  ?* 

'  No,  doctor.' 

*  I  should  like  to  accompany  you  on 
your  expedition.' 

They  went  forth  together,  therefore, 
and  less  than  half  an  hour's  sharp  walking 
brought  them  to  the  gates  of  The  White 
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House.  They  rang  again  and  again,  but 
got  no  answer.  The  house  was  quite 
dark,  and  the  only  sound  to  be  heard 
was  the  patter  of  the  rain  against  its 
many  windows.  Just  within  the  gate 
was  a  can  of  milk  which  had  evidently 
been  passed  through  the  bars  that  morn- 
ing, and  had  remained  there  untouched 
ever  since. 

*  Looks  as  if  something  was  wrong,' 
muttered  the  doctor.  '  The  Grange 
gardener  lives  in  a  cottage  in  the 
grounds.  We  had  better  make  for  that. 
Straight  on,  and  up  an  avenue  of  trees  to 
the  right.' 

They  walked  on  in  silence,  very 
quickly,  like  men  prepared  for  some 
grim  discovery.  A  little  sodden  path 
through  the  underwood,  branching  off 
from    the    avenue,    brought    them    to  a 
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wooden  door  in  the  high  wall  which 
surrounded  the  grounds.  On  this  door 
was  roughly  painted,  in  weather-worn 
letters,  *  Gardener's  Lodge.'  There  was 
a  bell-handle  at  the  side,  which  Charlie 
pulled  vigorously.  The  bell  clanged 
loudly,  but  there  was  no  response  ;  they 
pulled  again  and  again,  with  always  the 
same  result. 

*  If  you  will  give  me  a  hand,  or  rather 
a  shoulder,  doctor,  I'll  climb  the  wall,' 
said  Charlie. 

'  Too  deep  a  drop  on  the  other  side, 
isn't  it?' 

*  I  think  I  can  manage  it,  and  then  I 
can,  perhaps,  open  the  gate  for  you.' 

With  the  doctor's  help,  the  young 
man  had  little  difficulty  in  carrying  out 
his  first  suggestion,  but  the  opening  of 
the    gate    was    another   matter.      It  was 
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secured  by  a  couple  of  padlocks  fixed  in 
strong  iron  staples,  and  it  was  not  until 
after  a  long  burglarious  search  in  the 
cottage,  which  he  entered  by  pushing  up 
the  catch  of  a  window  with  his  pocket- 
knife,  that  Charlie  discovered  a  bunch  of 
keys,  one  of  which  proved  to  be  the 
right  one. 

Then  they  stood  a  few  instants  inside 
the  gate  in  a  sort  of  awestruck  silence. 
Their  feet  were  in  long,  thick,  wet 
grass,  and  damp  leaves  from  the  trees 
above  fluttered  down  upon  their  face. 

'  Shall  I  fasten  up  the  gate  ?'  asked 
Charlie,  in  a  would-be  careless  tone. 

*  No,  no ;  I  don't  think  it  is  necessary. 
We  shall  be  going  back  in  a  few  minutes, 
and  nobody  is  likely  to  get  in.' 

*  Well,  I — I  thought  I  heard  footsteps 
behind     us     in     the    avenue   just    now,' 
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admitted  the  young  fellow  reluctantly. 
*  I  looked  round,  and  I  didn't  see  any- 
body, but ' 

*  It  may  be  the  gardener  himself,'  said 
the  doctor.  *  Anyhow,  to  tell  you  the 
truth,  I  shall  feel  more  comfortable  if 
we  have  a  clear  way  out  of  this  place 
before  us,  with  no  bolts  or  bars  to  hinder 
our  progress.' 

*  So  shall  I,'  said  Charlie  briefly. 
Both  men,  indeed,  began  to  feel  the 

gloomy  influence  of  the  long-neglected 
place.  There  was  no  proper  path  from 
the  gardener's  lodge  to  the  house,  which 
stood  dark  and  square  against  the  cloudy 
night  sky.  It  was  so  dark  under  the 
trees,  thinly-leaved  though  these  now 
were,  that  the  two  men  could  not  even 
see  to  choose  their  way,  but  stumbled  on 
as  best  they  could  through  the  rank  and 
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Straggling  vegetation,  thistle  and  holly, 
long  grass  and  broken-down  hollyhock, 
which  a  thousand  trailing  weeds  had 
bound  into  a  compact  and  treacherous 
mass. 

*  Seems  a  pity  to  have  abandoned  a 
nice  place  like  this,  and  let  it  get  into 
such  a  state,  doesn't  it  ?'  said  the  doctor, 
recovering  himself  as  his  foot  slipped  on 
a  heap  of  wet,  decaying  leaves. 

'  Ye — es,'  said  Charlie  dubiously.  *  If 
it  was  abandoned  !' 

*  Oh,  ho  !'  cried  the  doctor.  *  You 
don't  think  it  was  quite  as  deserted  as 
people  thought,  then  ?' 

'  I  know,'  answered  Charlie,  '  that 
when  Arthur  and  I  were  small  boys  we 
used  to  throw  stones  over  the  wall,  and 
that  one  day  they  were  thrown  back. 
And     the     gardener    was     not     in     the 
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grounds,    for    we   met  him   on  our  way 
home.' 

*  And  you  never  tried  to  get  in  and 
solve  the  mystery  ?' 

*  Well,  we  often  talked  about  doing  so, 
and  decided  exactly  what  we  should  do 
if  we  came  across  the  mysterious  thrower 
of  the  stones.  But  the  long  and  the 
short  of  it  is  that  we  were  afraid.  To 
tell  vou  the  truth,  I  feel  afraid  now.  I 
don't  know  whether  it  is  a  bit  of  my 
childish  fright  haunting  me,  but  I  could 
swear,  every  now  and  then,  that  I  heard 
someone  moving  alongside  of  us.  There, 
there,  to  the  left;  didn't  you  hear?  It 
IS  somebody.' 

*  I — I  believe  you're  right,'  said  the 
doctor. 

They  stood  still  and  listened.  After 
a    few     seconds     they     both      distinctly 


RALPH  RYDER  OF  BREXT  115 

heard  a  crackling  and  rustling,  too 
near  to  the  earth  to  be  caused  by  the 
wind. 

*  Perhaps  it's  a  dog/  suggested  the 
doctor.  And  he  whistled  softly.  The 
sound  was  answered  from  the  road 
outside. 

'  By  Jove,  there  are  two  of  them  !' 
said  the  doctor  softly.  '  Perhaps  this 
old  house  has  become  a  meeting-place 
for  thieves.' 

The  suggestion  seemed  a  not  unlikely 
one.  And  the  two  gentlemen  stood  still 
a  few  moments  longer  to  consider  their 
next  step.  The  doctor  did  not  take  long 
to  make  up  his  mind. 

*  I  shall  go  through  with  this  business,' 
he  said  firmly.  '  We  came  here  to  find 
out  whether  this  Eley's  story  of  his 
sister's  death  is  true  ;  and  I  for  one  don't 
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leave   until   I   have  satisfied  myself  that 
there  has  been  no  foul  play  here/ 

'  Right  you  are,  doctor.' 

They  pressed  onward  quickly  to   the 
left,    towards     a    spot    where    they    saw 
an  opening  free  from  trees.     The  under- 
growth was  thick  here  also  ;  they  were  on 
the   borders   of  what  had   been  a  lawn. 
Between    the    two    gentlemen    and    the 
house    there  was   now  only  a  tangle   of 
shrubbery,     which     had     once     been     a 
wide    rhododendron  -  bed.     To    the    left 
of    this    bed   there   was    an    open   door, 
leading  into  the   house.     As   they  were 
debating     whether     they     should     trust 
themselves    inside  the  building  at  once, 
or  do  a  little  reconnoitring  first,  a  man 
slipped  by  them  at  a  little  distance,  and 
passed  through  the  door,  closing  it  after 
him. 
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*  Did  you  see  him  ?'  asked  Charlie  in 
a  whisper. 

The  doctor  nodded.  Then,  struck  by 
something  in  the  young  man's  tone,  he 
asked : 

*  Do  you  know  who  it  was  ?  You 
seemed  to  recognise  him.' 

*I  did,'  answered  CharHe.  *  But  don't 
ask  me  any  more,  for  I'm  bound  by  my 
word  not  to  tell  you.' 

The  doctor  looked  at  him  curiously. 

*  Perhaps  you  can  also  tell,'  he  said  in 
a  low  voice,  *  who  that  other  man  is 
whom  I  can  just  see  under  the  trees?' 

Charlie  turned,  and  they  both  watched 
for  a  short  space  in  silence — keeping  per- 
fectly still — the  movements  of  a  figure 
under  the  trees  they  had  left,  who  seemed 
to  be  watching  them  in  his  turn. 

Suddenly  the   door    creaked,  and   the 
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man  who  :had  gone  into  the  house  came 
out  again.  He  was  carrying  a  light, 
which,  however,  the  wind  at  once  ex- 
tinguished. He  stood  in  a  Hstening 
attitude  for  some  moments,  during 
which  the  doctor  and  Charlie  and 
the  third  watcher  kept  perfectly  quiet. 
Then,  in  a  voice  which  sounded  hoarse 
and  broken,  as  if  with  some  strong 
emotions,  he  cried  out : 

'  Catherine,  where  are  you  ?' 
*  Catherine  is  Mrs.  Durrant's  Christian 
name,'  whispered  Charhe  to  the  doctor. 
The  man  at  the  door  seemed  to  catch 
the  sound  of  this  whisper,  for  they  could 
just  see  that  he  turned  his  head  in  their 
direction.  As  they  kept  very  quiet, 
however,  he  presently  stepped  out  hesi- 
tatingly, and  began  searching  about  on 
the  ground,  as  if  he  had  lost  something. 


RALPH  RYDER  OF  BRENT         ,       119 


As    he    did    so,   he    came  within    nearer 
view  of  the  doctor's  watchful  eyes. 

'  By   Jove,'   whispered    the    doctor   in 
great  excitement,  *  it  is  Captain  Ryder!' 

The  exclamation  was  made  under  his 
breath,  and  did  not  reach  the  ears  of  the 
searching  man,  who  began  to  peer  about 
among  the  rhododendron-bushes,  mut- 
tering to  himself  as  he  did  so.  Suddenly 
he  drew  himself  erect,  and  threw  up  his 
arms  with  a  cry.  Then  he  plunged 
among  the  shrubs  and  disappeared  alto- 
gether for  a  few  seconds,  uttering  hoarse 
lamentations  the  while.  At  last  his 
hearers  managed  to  catch  a  few  words 
in  the  midst  of  his  incoherent  wailings. 

*  Catherine,  Catherine,'  he  cried, 
*  wake  up,  look  up,  speak  to  me  !  What 
did  I  do  ?  What  was  it  ?  I  can't  re- 
member.    I    didn't    mean   to  hurt  you ; 
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I  am  sure  I  never  meant  to  hurt  you. 
Look  up,  look  up !' 

Then,  with  a  long  moan,  he  drew 
himself  up  again. 

'  Dead,  dead,  dead !'  he  muttered, 
clasping  his  hands  above  his  head  with 
an  insane,  meaningless  gesture.  '  Dead, 
dead !  Of  course,  I  killed  her !  I  re- 
member— yes,  I  remember.' 

With  a  wild  laugh  he  scrambled  back 
into  the  path,  and  immediately  broke  out 
into  violent  sobbing. 

The  doctor  and  his  companion  looked 
from  the  madman  to  each  other  in  dis- 
may. 

*  What  are  we  to  do,  doctor  ?'  asked 
the  younger  man. 

But  Dr.  Blundell  had  already  moved 
forward ;  in  another  moment  he  had 
reached     the     rhododendrons,    and    was 
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forcing  his  way  through  them.  At  the 
same  instant,  the  half-seen  figure  of  the 
third  watcher  appeared  beside  him,  and 
the  doctor  and  Charlie  uttered  exclama- 
tions of  astonishment  and  horror.  For 
the  light  of  a  bull's-eye  lantern,  thrown 
suddenly  on  to  the  ground  among  the 
shrubs  by  the  unknown  watcher,  dis- 
closed the  mangled  body  of  the  dead 
woman  at  their  feet. 

*  The  police  !'  exclaimed  Charlie.  . 

*  Yes,'  said  the  constable,  who  ap- 
peared to  be  more  delighted  with  his 
own  acumen  than  shocked  by  the  dis- 
covery, '  I  thought  there  was  something 
up  when  I  see  you  two  gentlemen 
stopping  in  front  of  the  house,  so  I 
follered  you.  And  after  you'd  come  in, 
I  see  this  here  gent  slip  in  afi:er  you, 
so  I  watched,  and  I  see  what  you  see.' 
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He  had  laid  his  hand  on  the  arm  of 
the  madman,  who  seemed  utterly  cowed, 
and  remained  motionless  in  the  centre  of 
the  group. 

*  You'll  have  to  come  along  o'  me,  sir, 
please,'  continued  the  constable,  examin- 
ing the  madman  scrutinizingly  by  the 
light  of  his  bulFs-eye.  '  And  you — oh. 
Dr.  Blundell,  beg  pardon,  sir,  I  didn't 
see  it  was  you — would  you  mind  coming 
to  the  station,  sir ;  and  you,  sir,'  turning 
to  Charlie,  *  just  to  say  what  you  know 
about  this  business  ?' 

Both  the  doctor  and  his  companion, 
whom  the  policeman  did  not  know, 
assented  very  unwillingly,  being  bur- 
dened by  the  exceedingly  unpleasant 
duty  of  giving  evidence  which  would 
bring  disgrace  and  ruin  upon  a  family 
with  which    they    were    intimate.      Dr. 
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Blundell  turned  to  the  unhappy  mad- 
man, and  spoke  in  a  voice  which 
betrayed  the  deepest  distress  : 

'  I  regret  most  bitterly  that  I  should 
be  in  this  position ' 

He  was  interrupted  by  a  hoarse,  dreary 
laugh  from  the  unfortunate  man,  who 
still  stood  inert  and  motionless,  and 
seemed  to  have  lost  all  interest  in  the 
matter  in  hand.  The  policeman,  glanc- 
ing at  him,  and  seeing  him  so  passive 
and  submissive,  made  a  step  forward  and 
gave  another  look  at  the  body,  which, 
however,  he  did  not  recognise.  While 
he  was  stooping  over  the  dead  woman,  he 
suddenly  felt  himself  flung  on  his  face 
among  the  shrubs ;  and  when  he  re- 
covered his  equilibrium,  which  he  did 
very  promptly,  it  was  to  find  that  his 
prisoner  had  escaped.     By  the  aid  of  his 
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lantern,  he  discovered  the  retreating  form 
of  the  madman,  as  the  latter  made  for 
the  door  in  the  wall ;  and,  plunging  into 
the  tangled  undergrowth,  the  constable 
gave  chase,  calling  rather  sharply  upon 
the  two  bystanders  to  help  him. 

Now,  the  doctor  and  Charlie  had 
both  witnessed  the  blow  by  which  the 
madman  had  thrown  the  policeman 
down  ;  and,  feeling  that  they  had  laid 
themselves  open  to  suspicion  by  their 
remissness  in  neglecting  to  seize  him, 
they  now  felt  bound  to  make  at  least 
a  great  show  of  ardour  in  joining  in 
pursuit.  But  it  being  clear  to  both 
that  the  constable  had  not  known  or 
recognised  the  offender,  they  secretly 
hoped  that  the  latter  would  manage 
to  outstrip  them,  and,  by  reaching 
some    place  of  concealment,  save   him- 
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self  from  capture,  and  them  from  the 
most  awkward  predicament  in  which 
they  had  ever  been  placed. 

The  constable,  however,  was  nimble 
of  foot,  and  though  he  did  not  at  first 
gain  ground  on  his  prey,  he  kept  it  in 
sight.  Out  at  the  gate  they  all  went, 
like  hare  and  hounds,  all  silent,  all 
doing  their  best  in  the  life  and  death 
chase,  the  wind  now  blowing  keen  in 
their  faces,  now  following  and  aiding 
them,  according  to  the  direction  they 
took  as  the  madman  led.  The  rain 
still  fell  lightly,  but  they  did  not  feel  it. 
Strung  up  to  a  pitch  of  high  anxiety, 
Charlie  and  the  doctor  soon  found  that  the 
hunted  man  was  heading  for  The  Grange. 

Avoiding  the  highroad,  and  taking 
many  a  short-cut  over  fields  and  waste 
places,     which      showed     him     to     be 
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thoroughly  familiar  with  the  neigh- 
bourhood, the  madman  came,  in  an 
incredibly  short  time,  to  a  small  private 
door  in  the  wall  of  The  Grange  garden. 
His  pursuers,  being  not  far  behind,  saw 
him  enter,  and  the  doctor  and  Charlie 
stopped  short. 

*  Mrs.  Ryder!'  gasped  out  the  younger 
man,  out  of  breath.  *  This  will  frighten 
her  to  death  !' 

Then  they  ran  on  again,  but  more 
slowly,  and  passed  in  their  turn  into 
The  Grange  garden. 

In  the  meantime,  the  hunted  man  had 
made  a  short-cut  through  the  grounds  to 
the  house,  and  tried  the  garden  door  out- 
side the  study.  It  was  fastened.  He 
saw,  however,  that  there  was  a  light  in 
the  study,  and  knocked  sharply  upon  the 
window. 
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Nanny  was  sitting  at  the  table  inside, 
with  her  head  upon  her  hands.  The 
nurse  sent  by  Dr.  Blundell  had  arrived, 
and  had  taken  Valentine  upstairs  to  one 
of  the  spare  bedrooms.  On  hearing  the 
tapping  on  the  pane,  Nanny  started  up 
and  opened  the  shutters.  In  the  dark- 
ness outside  she  saw  the  wild,  haggard 
face  of  Ralph  Ryder. 

*  Open,  open  !  For  heaven's  sake,  let 
me  in !' 


CHAPTER  V. 


On  first  seeing  the  white  face,  hearing 
the  hoarse  voice,  Nanny  could  not 
repress  a  cry.  The  next  moment, 
however,  she  opened  the  window. 
Ralph  Ryder  instantly  climbed  over 
the  ledge,  and  stood  before  her  in  the 
room. 

*  Hush  !'  he  said,  '  hush  !  They  are 
after  me — the  police  !  Three  of  them. 
They  are  in  the  grounds ;  they  are 
coming  here.  You  must  hide  me — 
hide  me  !' 

Nanny  was   perplexed   by  his   astute- 
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ness,  for  he  turned  at  once  and  closed 
the  shutters. 

'  They  will  search  the  house.  Where 
will  you  put  me  ?'  he  asked. 

Already,  indeed,  both  he  and  Nanny 
heard  sounds  in  the  garden,  which  told 
them  that  the  pursuers  must  be  near. 
There  was  no  time  to  lose.  An  inspira- 
tion came  to  her.  Dashing  across  the 
room  to  the  other  window,  she  opened 
the  shutters,  and  then  the  window  itself. 
She  could  hear  a  rough  man's  voice — 
that  of  the  constable  —  calling  to  his 
companions  to  *  Come  on,'  and  directing 
one  of  them  to  watch  the  gate.  Then 
she  bade  Ralph  get  out  of  this  window, 
telling  him  not  to  speak,  but  to  obey 
her  directions  as  quickly  as  he  could, 
and  he  would  be  safe.  She  then  ex- 
tinguished the  lamp,  leaving  no  light  in 

VOL.  in.  46 


I30       RALPH  RYDER  OF  BRENT 

the  room  but  the  dying  embers  of  the 
fire,  and  in  her  turn  jumped  out  of  the 
window.  The  hunted  man,  hearing  the 
voices  of  his  pursuers,  was  trembHng 
with  fear,  and  called  to  her  piteously  to 
*  Make  haste,  make  haste  !' 

There  was  a  cellar  under  the  study, 
before  the  window  of  which  was  a 
small  underground  window,  the  area  in 
front  of  which  was  fenced  in  at  the  top 
by  a  grating.  It  was  this  grating  which 
had  given  way  on  the  occasion  of  the 
accident  to  Captain  Ryder.  Quick  as 
thought,  Nanny  went  down  on  her 
knees  on  the  ivy-covered  earth,  raised 
the  grating,  and  signed  to  Ralph  to 
descend.  He  did  so  without  a  moment's 
hesitation,  and  she  replaced  the  grat- 
ing. 

*  You  will  be  quite  safe  there  for  the 
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present/  she   said.       *  And  as  soon  as   I 
dare,  I  will  come  back  and  let  you  out.' 
He    made    no    answer;     and    Nanny, 
hearing    a    knock     at     the    front    door, 
sprang    back    into    the    study,   shut    the 
window  and  the   shutters,  and  ran    up- 
stairs to  change  her  dress,  the  front  of 
which    was    soiled    with     the    earth    on 
which    she    had    knelt.      To    wash    the 
dirt    from    her    hands,    to     fling    on    a 
dressing-gown,  and  to  go  down  to  the 
door  was  the  work  of  very  few  seconds, 
so  few  that  the  policeman's   knock  had 
been  only  once  repeated  when  she  drew 
back  the  bolt,  let  fall  the  chain,  turned 
the   key,   and    opened    the    door   a   very 
little  way. 

'  Who  is  it  ?'  she  asked,  in  a  tone   of 
great  surprise. 

*  Very  sorry   to   disturb   you,  ma'am,' 
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panted  the  constable,  out  of  breath  with 
his  run  ;  *  but  we're  after  a  murderer, 
and  we  must  ask  your  leave  to  come 
in. 

'  A  murderer  !'  echoed  Nanny,  who 
had  not,  indeed,  to  feign  horror  at  his 
words. 

She  took  care  at  the  same  time  to 
throw  the  door  wide  open.  The  con- 
stable's whistle  had  summoned  two 
more  policemen,  who  stood  behind 
their  comrade. 

*  Who  is  it  ?'  she  went  on ;  for  the 
manner  of  the  man's  announcement 
suggested  a  hope  that  he  was  ignorant 
of  the  name  of  the  criminal. 

*  I  don't  know,  ma'am,'  was  the  reas- 
suring answer.  *  But  I  had  a  good  look 
at  him,  and  I  should  know  him  any- 
where.      He     ran     up     to     this    house. 
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How  many  gates  out  of  these  grounds 
are  there,  ma'am  ?' 

'  Three,'  answered  Nanny,  who  saw 
that  in  an  appearance  of  great  candour 
lay  her  best  chance  of  deceiving  the 
poUce.  '  The  principal  one,  a  small 
door  in  the  wall  there,'  and  she  indi- 
cated the  direction  of  the  door  by 
which  the  men  had  entered ;  '  and 
another  small  one  to  the  north,  open- 
ing on  the  green.' 

'  Thank  you,  ma'am.  That's  all 
right,  then.  —  Bealby,'  he  went  on, 
turning  to  one  of  his  two  comrades, 
*  you  go  to  the  north  door,  and  look 
out.  The  doctor  and  the  other  gentle- 
man are  watching  the  two  other  gates, 
so  we've  got  him.  And  now,  ma'am, 
with  your  permission,  we  must  search 
the  house.' 
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*  The  house  !  Certainly  you  can 
search,  if  you  like.  But  how  could  he 
have  got  in  ?' 

*  Don't  know,  I'm  sure,  ma'am,'  said 
the  policeman  cautiously.  '  But,  you 
see,  I  myself  heard  a  window  open  and 
shuty  though  I  wasn't  near  enough  to 
tell  which  window.  But  it  looks  as  if 
someone  about  was  "  in  the  know," 
don't  it  ?' 

*  It  is  very  extraordinary,'  said  Nanny. 
*  But  I  am  quite  sure  you  will  not  find 
the  man  here,  for  we  always  fasten  the 
shutters  at  night.' 

The  two  constables  then  proceeded  to 
make  an  exhaustive  search  throughout 
the  house,  even  examining  every  corner 
and  cupboard  in  the  room  where  Valen- 
tine lay  ill.  Nanny  felt  no  great  con- 
cern  during  this  proceeding :    the  ques- 
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tion    which    troubled    her   was    how  to 
get  the  hunted  man   out  of  his  hiding- 
place    and    into   a   nook   of  safety   after 
the    constables'     departure.       Her    fears 
began,    nevertheless,   to    rise,    when    she 
found    that    the     men    insisted    on    the 
opening    of    a    door    in     the     servants' 
quarters,  which  led  to  the  underground 
cellars.      She  had   not  contemplated  the 
possibility     of    their     search     being     so 
thorough    as    this  ;     and     having     made 
her  one  objection  that  she  had  not  got 
the     key,    which     they    met    with     the 
rejoinder    that     they     could     force     the 
lock,  she  dared  say  no  more. 

So  the  lock  was  forced  ;  and  Nanny^ 
with  a  loudly-beating  heart,  followed 
the  men  down  the  narrow  stone  stair- 
case into  the  cellars.  They  were  not 
very  extensive,  unfortunately,   these  un- 
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derground  regions ;  and  after  glancing 
into  the  wine-cellar,  the  key  of  which 
had  been  left  in  the  lock,  they  entered 
the  waste  place  which  lay  underneath 
the  study. 

If  they  would  only  keep  away  from 
the  window !  Nanny,  in  the  back- 
ground, with  a  light  in  her  hand,  talked 
volubly  in  the  attempt  to  divert  their 
attention.  It  seemed  to  the  anxious 
woman  that  they  had  some  suspicion 
of  this  corner  of  the  house,  for  they 
became  slower  and  more  careful  than 
ever  in  their  search.  The  heaps  of 
damp  lumber  lying  in  the  old  room 
they  peered  about,  they  dived  into  ;  not 
a  corner  was  left  out.  Step  by  step, 
going  cautiously  along,  they  reached 
the  window.  Nanny's  heart  stood  still. 
Snatching  the  candle  from  his  comrade's 


RALPH  RYDER  OF  BREXT  137 

hand,  the  man  who  had  been  spokes- 
man throughout  the  affair  peered  out, 
pressing  his  face  close  to  the  glass. 
Then  he  threw  up  the  window,  and 
felt  with  his  hand  round  the  area-walls. 

If  the  man  had  turned  to  glance  at 
young  Mrs.  Ryder  at  that  moment, 
her  looks  would  have  betrayed  her 
guilty  knowledge.  White,  trembling, 
with  staring  eyes  and  quick -coming 
breath,  Nanny  bent  forward,  waiting 
for  a  shout  of  triumph  or  a  groan  of 
despair. 

But  she  heard  neither. 

Slowly  the  policeman  drew  in  his 
head,  shut  down  the  window,  and  gave 
a  final  keen  glance  round  the  room. 

*  Now,  I  could  have  sworn  it  was  to 
this  end  of  the  house  he  came,'  he 
muttered    in    a    bewildered    and    disap- 
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pointed  tone  ;  '  and  it  would  be  just 
the  place  to  make  for,  too — about  the 
only  window  without  bars  or  shutters, 
I  suppose/ 

*  But  there  is  a  grating  outside,  above 
— at  least,  I  think  so,'  said  Nanny,  lead- 
ing the  way  out. 

She  was  perplexed  and  desperately 
anxious.  Where  had  Ralph  gone  to  ? 
How  could  she  have  been  so  silly  as 
to  depend  on  the  patience  and  prudence 
of  a  man  mentally  afflicted  ?  He  must 
have  grown  tired  of  waiting  and  have 
left  his  hiding-place,  in  which  case  he 
would  inevitably  be  arrested  while  wan- 
dering about  the  grounds  or  trying  to 
escape  through  one  or  other  of  the  well- 
guarded  gates.  For  the  gaps  in  the  old- 
fashioned  high  wall,  which  shut  in  the 
grounds  as  carefully  as  if  the  house  had 
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been  a  convent,  had  been  repaired,  and 
to  climb  it  was  now  impossible. 

*  You  must  have  been  mistaken  about 
the  window/  she  said,  as  she  and  the  two 
policemen  reached  the  hall. 

The  man  shook  his  head  sullenly  and 
obstinately. 

'  Can't  say  yet,  ma'am,'  he  said  shortly 
and,  as  it  seemed  to  her,  suspiciously. 
*  But,  anyhow,  he  won't  get  through 
the  gates.  We'll  have  a  regular  cordon 
round  the  place  before  I'm  an  hour 
older,  and  we'll  starve  him  out  like  a 
rat  in  a  hole.' 

Nanny's  heart  sank.  She  thought 
that,  in  all  probability,  Ralph  was  even 
now  in  custody  at  one  or  other  of  the 
gates — arrested  in  a  vague  attemxpt  at 
escape.  Even  the  gentlemen  whom  the 
constable  had  mentioned,  without  giving 
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their  names,  as  being  stationed  at  two  of 
the  gates,  would  not  dare  to  connive 
at  the  escape  of  a  man  accused  of 
murder. 

*  ril  go  as  far  as  the  gates  with  you  !* 
cried  Nanny  suddenly,  as  the  men  were 
on  the  point  of  leaving  the  house.  *  I 
should  like  to  know  whether  he's  been 
caught.' 

She  took  the  great  front-door  key, 
locked  the  door,  and  ran  down  the  steps 
after  the  policemen,  who  were  making 
their  way  cautiously,  hunting,  searching 
at  every  step,  towards  the  door  in  the 
wall  by  which  they  had  entered.  A 
subdued  hubbub  of  voices  met  their 
ears  as  they  drew  near.  Had  they 
caught  him  already  ?  poor  Nanny  asked 
herself.  On  reaching  the  door,  how- 
ever, they   found   that   the   voices   were 
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those  of  Dr.  Blundell  and  of  another 
policeman,  whom  his  comrade's  whistle 
had  attracted.  No  one  had  passed  out 
by  this  gate,  so  Nanny,  who  kept  in  the 
background,  not  wishing  to  be  seen  by 
the  doctor,  heard  them  say. 

Then  she  and  the  two  constables 
passed  on  to  the  principal  gates,  which 
were  guarded  by  Charlie  Bambridge. 
No  one  had  passed  out  by  this  way, 
either. 

There  remained  the  north  gate,  which 
was  in  charge  of  a  policeman  whom 
Nanny  knew  by  sight.  This  being  the 
entrance  farthest  from  that  by  which 
he  had  come  into  the  grounds,  would 
be,  she  feared,  the  one  Ralph  would 
choose  for  an  attempt  to  pass  out.  She 
hung  back  as  the  two  constables  ap- 
proached   their     comrade    and    asked    if 
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he  had  seen  anyone.  The  answer  made 
Nanny's  heart  beat  madly  with  mingled 
joy  and  terror. 

*  Nobody's  been  by  but  Captain  Ryder 
himself.  He  went  out  about  ten  minutes 
ago/  said  the  policeman,  who  knew  the 
master  of  The  Grange,  but  had  heard 
nothing  about  his  reputed  absence  from 
home. 

The  constable  who  had  found  Ralph 
Ryder  by  the  body  of  the  murdered 
woman,  being  a  Bicton  man,  did  not 
know  the  Brent  people,  and  had  no 
suspicion  of  the  identity  of  the  murderer 
with  the  head  of  the  Ryder  family. 
The  madman,  with  the  strong  instinct 
of  self-preservation  which  he  had  already 
shown,  had  passed  out  boldly  as  if  in 
search  of  the  criminal.  The  policemen 
consulted   together  about   details   of  the 
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watch  which  was  to  be  kept,  with- 
out a  suspicion  that  they  had  been 
tricked. 

As  for  Nanny,  she  returned  to  the 
house  in  a  state  of  bewilderment  at  the 
cunning  which  Ralph  had  displayed. 
It  seemed  to  point  to  his  having  re- 
covered the  full  use  of  his  mental 
powers,  a  contingency  which  the  poor 
child  regarded  with  dread  rather  than 
with  hope.  For  if  his  return  to  sanity 
were  to  involve  not  only  forgetfulness 
of  the  crime  he  had  committed,  but  the 
re-awakening  of  his  love  for  herself, 
the  difficulties  before  her  would  increase 
tenfold  with  the  hideous  explanations 
which  would  have  to  be  made  to  him. 
Through  all  her  recent  troubles  it  had 
been  Nanny's  small  consolation  that  his 
affection   for  herself  was  quite  dead.      In 
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his  madness  it  was  only  *  Ellen  *  whom 
he  remembered. 

In  the  meantime,  where  could  he 
have  gone  ?  And  what  chance  was 
there  of  his  keeping  out  of  the  clutches 
of  the  police  much  longer  ? 

It  was  with  a  shock  of  surprise  that 
Nanny,  on  unlocking  the  front-door  to 
let  herself  in,  came  face  to  face  with 
Meg.  Not  one  word  of  awkward 
questioning  did  that  young  woman, 
grown  prudent  by  reason  of  her  affection, 
utter  to  her  sister.  She  only  hurried 
her  to  her  room,  so  that  Nanny  might 
quickly  change  her  wet  shoes ;  and 
divining,  on  very  slight  suggestions,  that 
young  Mrs.  Ryder  did  not  wish  to  meet 
Dr.  Blundell,  Meg  interviewed  that 
gentleman  herself  next  day,  when  he 
called  to  see  Valentine. 
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Some  words  which  the  patient 
uttered,  in  the  deHrium  of  the  fever 
which  was  upon  him,  increased  the 
mystery  of  the  tragedy  at  The  White 
House.  Discreet  Mrs.  Walters  added 
a  few  more  revelations,  gathered  in  the 
same  way.  The  result  of  this  was  that 
he  became  as  anxious  as  Nanny  or  as 
Pickering  to  have  an  interview  with  old 
Mrs.  Ryder,  through  whose  mgenuity 
it  was  that  the  family  secret  had  been 
kept  so  long.  He  intimated  that  wish 
to  Meg,  who  was  able  to  give  him  the 
old  lady's  present  address. 

*  I  am  afraid,'  continued  the  doctor, 
with  a  sidelong,  interrogative  glance, 
*  that  your  sister  was  disturbed  by  some 
sort  of  "  row  "  there  was  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood last  night.' 

*  I     shouldn't     wonder,    doctor,'    said 
VOL.  III.  47 
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Meg  demurely.  *To  have  a  man-hunt 
going  on  in  your  house,  and  a  cordon 
of  police, round  it,  is  a  little  upsetting — 
until  you're  used  to  it.' 

*  Oh,  oh  !      So  you  are  in  the  secret !' 

*  Only  so  far  as  painstaking  eavesdrop- 
ping can  make  me.' 

*  And  what  have  you  learnt  ?' 

*  Never  to  marry  a  man  whom  you 
haven't  known  from  your  cradle,  and 
then  not  unless  you  have  satisfied  your- 
self that  all  his  people,  for  three  genera- 
tions, have  been  Sunday-school  teachers 
and  regular  communicants.' 

The  doctor  laughed,  but  Meg  had 
tears  in  her  eyes :  she  only  spoke  jest- 
ingly to  cover  the  bitterness  which  was 
in  her  heart.  The  doctor  grew  grave 
again  immediately. 

'  Your   sister   has    not  taken  vou   into 
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her     confidence    at    all,    has    she  ?'     he 
asked. 

'  No.  The  poor  child  is  too  proud  to 
own  that  she  has  made  a  mistake.' 

*  I  suppose  you  never  heard  any  sug- 
gestion as  to  there  being  insanity  in  the 
family?'  asked  the  doctor. 

*No.' 

*  Yet  my  question  does  not  surprise 
you  ?' 

*  It  would  have  done  before  last  night, 
when  I  heard  what  sounded  like  a  mad- 
man's laugh  as  I  came  up  the  avenue.' 

*  And  you  have  some  idea  who  the 
madman  is  ?' 

*  I  would  rather  not  answer  that  ques- 
tion yet.' 

The  doctor  and  the  young  girl  ex- 
changed glances  of  intelligence ;  and  the 
doctor  went  away  with  the  warning  that 
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young  Mrs.  Ryder  needed  as  much  care 
as  the  fever-patient. 

Nanny  remained  in  the  house  all  that 
day,  keeping  as  much  by  herself  as  pos- 
sible, an  inclination  which  Meg  thought 
it  best  not  to  thwart.  There  could  be 
little  doubt  that  The  Grange  and  its 
grounds  were  still  being  watched  by  the 
police,  and  Nanny  thought  it  very  likely 
that  she  might  be  followed  if  she  went 
out,  so  that  any  attempt  on  her  j)art  to 
search  for  Ralph  would  bring  him  into 
danger.  Towards  evening,  the  parlour- 
maid came  to  Nanny,  suffering  like  the 
rest  of  the  household  from  panic,  the 
result  of  the  rumour  that  a  murder  had 
been  committed  in  the  neighbourhood^ 
and  that  the  murderer  had  been  seen  in 
The  Grange  grounds. 

*  If    you     please,     ma'am,     Pickering 
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wishes   to  know  if  he  can   see   you   for 
a  few  moments/ 

*  Show  him  into  the  study/  said 
Nanny,  and  a  minute  later  she  hurried 
down  to  see  him. 

The  old  man  looked  haggard  and 
anxious. 

'  You  know,'  began  Nanny  in  a  low 
voice,  '  that  the  body  has  been  found  ?' 

The  old  man  assented,  and  she  went 
on  : 

*  Have  they  any  idea  yet  who  did  it  ?' 

'  Not  the  slightest,  ma'am,'  he  replied 
promptly. 

Nanny  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief. 

'  Did  you  see  old  Mrs.  Ryder  r'  was 
her  next  question. 

*  Yes,  ma'am.' 

'  And— Lady  Ellen  ?' 

Pickering   hesitated.      At   last   he   ad- 
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mitted,   with    his   eyes   on    the    ground, 
that  he  had. 

*  Together  ?'  asked  Nanny  sharply. 

*  Yes,  ma'am.  And  you  can  see  them 
together,  too,  if  you  will  go  round  to  the 
George  Hotel  in  the  High  Street.  And 
if  I  may  make  so  bold  to  advise  you, 
ma'am,  insist  upon  knowing  everything. 
I've  said  plain  enough  as  how  you  ought 
to  be  told,  and  as  how  if  you  wasn't  told 
I'd  tell  you  everything  myself 

For  a  few  minutes  Nanny  was  dumb 
with  excitement  at  the  thought  of  the 
interview  she  would  have  to  go  through. 
Then  she  said  in  a  whisper  : 

*  You  know  he  has  escaped  ?'  Pick- 
ering signified  assent.  '  Can  you  guess 
where  he  has  gone  ?' 

'He  is  at  my  cottage,'  answered  the 
old  gardener  in  the  lowest  of  whispers. 
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Nanny  started.  He  went  on  :  *  Dont 
be  frightened,  ma'am.  It's  the  safest 
place  he  could  choose.  And  he  knows 
that,  for  he's  quite  himself  again.  And 
when  he's  had  a  shave,  and  his  hair  cut, 
and  been  smartened  up,  he'll  look  as 
handsome  a  gentleman  as  ever  ;  and  the 
policeman  who  saw  him  by  the  body, 
not  knowing  who  he  was,  will  never 
recognise  him  for  the  wild  figure  he 
must  have  looked  then.' 

Nanny  was  trembling  with  excite- 
ment. 

'At  your  cottage!'  she  repeated  slowly. 
*  Surely,  surely  he  is  not  safe  there  !' 

'Yes,  ma'am,  he  is;  you  needn't 
trouble  about  that.  The  police  are 
searching  the  house  and  grounds.  They 
are  ferreting  out  what  they  can  for  the 
inquest,    which    is    put    off  till    the    day 
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after  to-morrow,  so  as  they  may  get 
what  evidence  they  can  first.  So  my 
place  is  just  the  last  where  they'd  look. 
I  have  a  bit  of  a  cellar,  too,  where  he 
can  go  if  we're  hard  pressed.  It  would 
be  a  shame  for  him  to  be  caught  now, 
after  escaping  all  these  years  !' 

*  But  what  is  to  become  of  him  ?' 
faltered  Nanny. 

'  Well,  I  think,  ma'am,  you'd  better 
try  to  persuade  the  old  lady  herself  to 
take  charge  of  him.' 

*01d  Mrs.  Ryder?' 

'  Yes,  ma'am.  It's  only  fair  she 
should,  after  all.  And  you  know  your- 
self, ma'am,  there's  nothing  in  the  world 
to  fear  from  him  when  the  fit's  off 
him.' 

*  I  will  see  Mrs.  Ryder,'  said  Nanny, 
with   an  impulse  of  new  energy.     *  You 
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say  she  is  at  the  George  Hotel?  I  will 
go  at  once.' 

Dismissing  the  old  man,  she  ran  up- 
stairs and  hurriedly  dressed  for  her  walk. 
She  passed  Meg  on  the  stairs  as  she 
came  down,  but,  as  she  gave  no  expla- 
nation of  her  movements,  her  sister 
asked  no  questions. 

It  was  five  o'clock  when  Nanny 
reached  The  Grange  gates.  A  thick 
fog  had  brought  on  night  prematurely, 
and,  as  she  could  not  see  half  a  dozen 
yards  in  front  of  her,  it  was  some  time 
before  she  reached  the  High  Street, 
where  the  little  hotel  was.  On  asking 
for  Mrs.  Ryder,  Nanny  was  told  that 
*  the  ladies  were  out.'  She  thought  this 
was  probably  untrue,  but,  after  inquiring 
which  were  the  rooms  occupied  by  Mrs. 
Ryder,  she   went   away,  saying  that  she 
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would  call  again.  Crossing  the  street  in 
front  of  the  hotel,  Nanny  then  ascer- 
tained that  the  rooms  indicated  as  Mrs. 
Ryder's  were  lighted  up,  and  that  there 
were  figures  moving  about  in  them. 
She  could  not  doubt  that  they  were 
those  of  Mrs.  Ryder  and  of  this  Lady 
Ellen  who  had  been  so  carefully  kept 
out  of  her  way.  If  she  could  once  come 
face  to  face  with  the  latter,  Nanny  felt 
that  the  mystery  about  her  would  dis- 
solve. 

Rendered  reckless  by  the  disclosures 
of  the  last  few  days,  Nanny  decided,  on 
the  impulse  of  the  moment,  to  brave  her 
mother-in-law,  and  to  have  an  interview 
with  the  concealed  Lady  Ellen  with  her 
will  or  against  it.  Recrossing  the  road, 
she  slipped  in  through  the  hotel  door, 
passed   through   the  quiet  and   still    un- 
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lighted  hall,  and  up  the  stairs.  On  the 
landing  she  stopped,  hearing  women's 
voices  in  conversation,  and  recognising 
one  as  that  o?  her  mother-in-law.  Step- 
ping quickly  to  the  door  oi  the  room 
whence  the  voices  came,  Nanny  knocked 
softly  on  the  panel. 

There  was  a  hush  in  the  talk,  and 
Nanny  heard  the  sound  oi  women's 
dresses  brushing  quickly  against  the  fur- 
niture, and  the  soft  closing  of  a  door. 
Then  old  Mrs.  Ryder  let  Nanny  in. 
On  seeing  who  her  visitor  was,  she 
showed  no  surprise,  but  some  con- 
fusion and  annoyance.  Nanny  passed 
her,  without  waiting  for  an  invitation  to 
enter. 

No  one  was  in  the  room  but  old  Mrs. 
Ryder. 

Seeing   that   there  were  folding-doors 
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leading  into  another  apartment,  Nanny, 
who  had  given  her  mother-in-law  only 
the  curtest  and  coldest  of  greetings, 
proceeded  to  cross  the  room  quickly  in 
that  direction.  Old  Mrs.  Ryder,  with 
a  sort  of  terror  in  her  face,  interposed 
her  small  person  between  the  folding- 
doors  and  the  tall  form  of  her  visitor, 
who  seemed  to  have  acquired  an  un- 
wonted dignity  during  the  days  in  which 
she  had  had  to  struggle  alone  with  mis- 
fortune. 

*  What — what  is  the  matter,  Antonia?' 
asked  the  little  old  lady  in  an  agi- 
tated voice.  '  What  do  you  want,  my 
dear  ?' 

*  I  want  to  see  Lady  Ellen,  whom  you 
have  kept  out  of  my  way  so  carefully,' 
said  Nanny. 

And  avoiding,   by   a   rapid  spring   on 
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one  side,  the  little  pleading  yellow 
hands,  Nanny  ran  lightly  across  the 
intervening  space  and  threw  open  the 
folding-doors. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

The  fog,  which  was  thick  out  of  doors, 
had  penetrated  into  the  hotel  bedroom, 
fining  it  with  a  murky  darkness  which 
quite  overpowered  the  feeble  illumina- 
tion of  a  couple  of  candles  on  the 
dressing-table.  As  Nanny  burst  open 
the  door,  a  woman,  who  had  been  stand- 
ing by  it,  holding  the  handle  in  an 
attempt  to  keep  it  closed,  sprang  back 
into  the  middle  of  the  bedroom  as  if 
afraid  of  personal  violence  on  the  part 
of  the  intruder.  Nanny,  with  a  few 
rapid  steps,  came  up  to  her  and  examined 
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the  face  of  the  shrinking  woman  with 
eager  scrutiny. 

*  Don't  be  afraid,'  she  said  coldly,  ^  I 
am  not  going  to  hurt  you.  But  you 
must  answer  my  question :  Are  you 
Lady  Ellen  Ryder?' 

'  No — o,'  answered  the  woman  in  a 
trembling  voice. 

'  Did  you  ever  go  through  a  ceremony 
of  marriage  with  Captain  Ralph  Ryder?' 

'  No  !  Oh,  no,  no  !  I  don't  know 
anything  about  him — I  don't  indeed ! 
Ask  Mrs.  Ryder,' 

And  she  appealed  helplessly  to  the 
little  old  lady,  who  was  now  standing 
by  Nanny's  side,  her  face  wearing  the 
scheming,  calculating  expression  which 
her  unhappy  daughter-in-law  knew  so 
well. 

*  It  is  of  no  use   to  ask   Mrs.  Ryder, 
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for  I  want  to  hear  the  truth/  said  Nanny 
bitterly. 

'  Well,  I  don't  know  anything  about 
it.      Do,  do  take  her  away !' 

She  turned  appealingly  to  the  old 
lady,  who  had  watched  this  interview 
with  bright,  sharp  eyes,  and  who  now 
turned  to  the  intruder  with  a  little  laugh. 

'  Are  you  satisfied  ?'  she  asked. 

*  Of  course  I  am  not.' 

^  Will  you  come  and  hear  what  I  have 
to  say  ?' 

Nanny  hesitated,  and,  turning  again 
towards  the  other  woman,  examined 
carefully  every  detail  of  her  appearance, 
in  order  that  she  might  retain  a  faithful 
impression  on  her  memory.  What  she 
saw  was  a  tall,  thin  woman,  of  middle 
age,  very  plainly  dressed,  with  a  faded 
complexion,  light    eyes,  colourless   hair. 
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and  no  trace  oi  former  good  looks. 
Could  this  be  indeed  the  brilliant,  heart- 
less Lady  Ellen  who  had  broken  her 
husband's  heart,  and  driven  him  to  in- 
sanity by  her  levity  and  coldness  ?  The 
only  explanation  which  seemed  possible 
to  Nanny  was  that  remorse  had  at  last 
turned  the  woman's  own  brain,  and 
reduced  her  to  a  helpless  shadow  oi  her 
former  self,  thus  making  her  an  easy 
prey  to  old  Mrs.  Ryder's  strong  will. 

Perplexed  and  agitated,  Nanny,  with 
a  last  look  at  the  shrinking  woman, 
followed  her  mother-in-law  into  the 
outer  room.  The  door  closed,  the 
younger  woman  faced  the  elder  with 
sudden  passion. 

'  Why  can't  you  be  straightforward 
with  me  ?  Why  can't  you  tell  me  the 
truth  ?'  she   cried,  in   a  vibrating  voice. 

VOL.  III.  48 
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*  Why  must  you  always  torment  me 
with  unnecessary  httle  mysteries  ?  Can't 
you  see  that,  since  I  have  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  enter  your  family,  I  am  bound 
to  keep  its  secrets  ?' 

*  Misfortune !'  echoed  the  old  lady 
haughtily.  *  You  should  not  have  been 
in  such  a  hurry  to  get  married.  You 
seem  to  forget  that  I  did  my  best  to 
prevent  it.' 

This  was  true.  Nanny,  overwrought 
and  despairing,  felt  that  the  tears  were 
gathering  in  her  eyes. 

*  Well,'     she    said,  in    a    low    voice, 

*  if  I  was  foolish  in  marrying  a  man 
I  knew  very  little  about,  at  least  I 
have  had  my  punishment.  You  have 
not  tried  to  make  it  any  lighter. 
Your  protege,  Valentine  Eley,  is  at  The 
Grange.    You  had  better  go  there.    Your 
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Staying    here     will     only     make     people 
talk; 

*  I  did  not  know  whether  you  would 
care  to  receive  me  there/  said  Mrs. 
Ryder,  in  a  tone  in  which  a  little  com- 
punction, a  little  shame,  might  have 
been  noted. 

Nanny  drew  herself  up  with  a  sudden 
impulse  of  indignation. 

*  No,  indeed.  I  would  never  again 
receive  you  in  any  home  of  mine.  You 
have  treated  me  too  ungenerously.  I 
suggested  your  going  to  The  Grange 
because  it  is  not  my  home  any  longer.' 

'  Not  your  home  !  What  do  you 
mean  ?     Where  are  you  going  ?' 

'  That,'  said  Nanny  coldly,  *  is  my 
affair.' 

*  But  you  have  no  right  to  go  away 
like   that.      I  am  surprised  that  a  well- 
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brought -up  woman  like  you  should 
think  you  can  neglect  your  duty  as  soon 
as  misfortune  touches  you !'  cried  old 
Mrs.  Ryder,  in  much  agitation.  '  Is 
that  how  you  keep  the  vows  of  a  wife  ?' 
'  But  I  am  not  your  son's  wife/ 

*  You  a?'e  my  son's  wife.     I  swear  it.' 

*  Then  who  is  the  woman  in  the  next 
room  ?     Who  is  Lady  Ellen  ?' 

*  The   lady   in    the   next   room  is  my 

companion.     Lady    Ellen    is '      She 

stopped,  and  seemed  to  debate  with 
herself  whether  she  should  be  straight- 
forward for  once.  But  the  habits  of  a 
lifetime  were  too  strong,  and  she  finished 
at  last  by  saying  petulantly :  '  I  know 
nothing  about  Lady  Ellen.' 

Nanny  shrugged  her  shoulders  and 
walked  to  the  door.  She  saw  that  she 
was   only    wasting    her    time    with    the 
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prevaricating  old  lady,  to  whom  the 
excitement  of  weaving  a  web  of  irri- 
tating little  mysteries  filled  the  place 
which  religion  and  active  philanthropy 
occupy  in  the  minds  of  other  elderly 
women.  Going  out  of  the  room  and 
down  the  stairs  without  another  mo- 
ment's delay,  Nanny  was  on  the  door- 
step when,  having  followed  with  an 
activity  which  a  girl  of  eighteen  could 
not  have  exceeded,  her  mother-in-law 
detained  her  with  a  strong  grip. 

'  Wait,  wait,'  she  said  in  a  rapid 
whisper.  '  Do  nothing  rash  or  hasty,  I 
beg  you,  I  implore  you  !  Listen.  I 
know  my  son  better  than  you  do. 
Listen,  listen.'  For  Nanny  moved  im- 
patiently, anxious  to  get  away.  *  Only 
wait  quietly  till  Dan's  return ' 

'Return!     No.     That  is  just  what  I 
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cannot  wait  for/  burst  out  Nanny  pas- 
sionately. *  That  is  just  why  I  am 
going  away  as  quickly  as  I  can.  It  is  of 
no  use  trying  to  deceive  me.  I  know 
the  truth  from  Pickering.  I  am  tied  to 
a  homicidal  lunatic  who  had  a  wife 
living  when  he  married  me.  I  know 
he  will  return  home  cured  and  ignorant 
of  what  he  has  done.  But  do  you  think 
I  can  forget  it  ?  Forget  what  I  saw  in 
the  bricked-up  room  ?  Forget  the  dying 
cry  of  the  woman  he  murdered  ?  If  he 
were  my  husband,  I  would  stay — in 
spite  of  everything.  But  he  is  the  hus- 
band of  Lady  Ellen  ;  it  is  her  duty,  not 
mine.' 

She  had  stood  quite  still  while  she 
poured  these  words  fiercely,  passionately, 
into  the  ears  of  the  old  lady.  But  when 
she    had     finished,    without    giving    the 


RALPH  RYDER  OF  BRENT  167 


latter  a  chance  of  replying,  she  wrenched 
her  arm  from  the  little  claw-like  hand, 
and  disappeared  quickly  into  the  fog. 

The  atmosphere  was  so  thick  that 
Nanny,  who  had  never  been  inside  the 
hotel  before,  forgot  that  she  had  come 
out  by  the  side-door ;  and,  imagining 
herself  to  be  in  the  High  Street,  she 
turned  to  the  left  and  ran  straight  on. 
She  was  too  much  agitated  to  find  out 
her  mistake  ;  she  could  see  the  lights 
glaring  in  the  shops  on  either  side,  she 
could  hear  the  shouts  of  men  in  charge 
of  carts,  some  of  whom  got  down  and 
led  their  horses.  Then  the  shops  ended, 
sooner  than  she  had  expected,  and  it 
flashed  through  her  mind  that  she  must 
have  come  much  faster  than  she  had 
thought.  The  hill,  which  came  next, 
did  not  seem  as  steep  as  usual.      Still  she 
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ran  on,  and,  at  the  first  turning,  turned 
to  the  left,  meaning  to  take  a  back  street 
past  the  station,  where  there  were  shops, 
the  hghts  of  which  would  guide  her. 

Instead  of  reaching  these  shops,  how- 
ever, Nanny  found  herself,  after  passing 
three  or  four  blocks  of  houses,  in  an 
open  road,  with  a  hedge  on  each  side. 
She  stopped  short,  feeling  rather  fright- 
ened, knowing  that  she  had  lost  her  way, 
and  having  been  too  much  occupied  by 
her  own  thoughts  to  remember  how 
this  had  come  about.  Therefore,  not 
knowing  that  her  very  first  step  had 
been  wrong,  she  imagined  that  she  must 
be  in  the  right  direction,  and  walked 
straight  on.  But  the  hedges  grew 
thinner  and  more  straggling,  until  one 
broke  ofl!^  altogether,  and  there  loomed 
before   her  suddenly  the  gaunt  branches 
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of  a  cluster  of  tall  trees.  She  took  a  few 
steps  more,  and  then  her  heart  seemed  to 
stand  still  with  horror :  she  was  close 
under  the  wall  of  the  grounds  of  The 
White  House. 

This  was  the  back  wall  of  the  plan- 
tation, she  knew.  By  skirting  it,  she 
would  reach  an  avenue  which  led,  past 
Pickering's  cottage,  to  the  highroad.  It 
was  horrible  to  have  to  remain  so  long 
in  the  vicinity  of  the  scene  of  the 
tragedy  ;  but  she  dared  not  return  by 
the  way  she  had  come,  not  being  sure 
of  the  road.  So  she  ran  as  fast  as  she 
could,  reached  the  bend  of  the  wall  out 
of  breath,  and  turned  the  corner  so 
sharply  that  one  foot  came  in  contact 
with  the  fallen  branch  of  a  tree,  which 
caused  her  to  stumble  and  fall.  On 
raising  herself  from  the  ground,  Nanny 
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discovered  that  she  had  hurt  her  ankle, 
the  pain  being  so  great  as  to  reduce  her 
pace  to  a  limping  walk.  The  road  at 
this  end  of  the  avenue  was  very  bad, 
being,  indeed,  a  slough  in  wet  weather 
and  a  succession  of  hard  ruts  in  dry.  It 
was  now  in  the  former  condition ;  and 
as  trees  overhead  and  fog  all  around 
made  a  choice  of  path  impossible,  Nanny 
floundered  on  through  the  mud,  occa- 
sionally putting  out  her  hands  to  save 
herself  from  abrupt  contact  with  the 
wall  or  the  trunk  of  a  tree. 

She  seemed  to  have  gone  a  long  way 
in  this  fashion,  when  suddenly  she  came 
upon  the  door  in  the  wall  which  led  into 
the  grounds  and  to  Pickering's  cottage. 
The  knowledge  that  she  was  near  the 
place  where  Ralph  was  concealed  filled 
her,   upon    the    instant,   with   a   longing 
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to  see  whether  he  was  safe,  to  look  on 
his  face  once  more  before  she  went 
away.  The  door  was  securely  fastened 
on  the  inside,  however,  and  she  had  no 
means  of  getting  in.  Nevertheless  she 
lingered,  and  presently  fancied  that  she 
caught  a  sound  as  of  someone  moving 
about  on  the  other  side  of  the  high  wall. 
She  listened  intently,  keeping  perfectly 
quiet  herself,  and  presently  she  heard  the 
sound  repeated.  These  noises  were  so 
slight,  so  intermittent,  that  she  conceived 
the  idea  that  they  must  proceed  from 
Ralph.  There  was  no  reason  why 
Pickering  should  move  about  in  this 
stealthy  fashion ;  so  that  it  could  hardly 
be  he,  she  said  to  herself  So  strong 
did  this  belief  grow,  that  she  was  on 
the  point  of  calling  to  him  softly  by 
name,   when    suddenly  she   felt   a   hand 
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placed  over  her  mouth,  and  her  person 
dragged  rapidly  away  from  the  door. 
Her  assailant  had  approached  so  quietly 
that  his  footsteps,  even  to  her  intently- 
listening  ears,  had  been  entirely  inaudible. 
She  began  to  struggle  violently  in  the 
endeavour  to  free  herself,  when  she  per- 
ceived by  the  cuff  of  his  coat  that  it  was 
a  policeman  who  had  seized  her  ;  guess- 
ing that  he  was  on  the  track  of  the 
fugitive,  therefore,  she  ceased  both  to 
struggle  and  to  attempt  to  cry  out. 
At  the  same  moment  the  policeman, 
having  taken  her  some  yards  away 
from  the  door,  spoke  in  a  low  whisper. 

'  Beg  pardon,  ma'am,  but  I  have 
orders  to  watch  this  place.  I  hear 
something  going  on  inside,  and  if  you 
was  to  cry  out  or  fumble  at  the  door, 
it   would   put    'em    on    the    look-out   at 
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once.  Asking  your  pardon,  ma'am, 
and  sorry  if  I've  hurt  you,'  ended  the 
man,  who  did  not  recognise  Nanny  as 
the  mistress  of  The  Grange. 

As  they  were  standing  now,  the  poHce- 
man  had  his  back  to  the  door,  while 
Nanny  could  see  it  over  his  shoulder. 
Perceiving  that  the  door  opened  a  little, 
she  hastened  to  enter  into  conversation 
with  the  policeman,  in  order  to  keep  his 
attention  diverted. 

*  What  are  you  watching  the  place 
for  ?'  she  asked.  *  Are  not  these  the 
grounds  of  The  White  House  ?' 

In  spite  of  herself,  she  felt  that  her 
voice  faltered  on  the  last  words.  For 
even  as  she  spoke,  the  door  opened  a 
little  further,  and  Ralph  Ryder  himself 
peeped  out. 

*  I    thought,'    went    on    Nanny   inco- 


174       RALPH  RYDER  OF  BRENT 


herently,  not  caring  what  she  said  as 
long  as  she  kept  the  poHceman  from 
looking  behind  him,  *  that  the  tramp 
who  murdered  the  woman  had  been 
caught  already !' 

*  No,  miss,'  said  the  man ;  *  he's  not 
been  caught  yet.  And  we  ain't  so  sure 
it's  a  tramp,  neither.' 

The  suspicious  dryness  of  the  man's 
tone  might  have  alarmed  Nanny  at  any 
other  time.  Now,  however,  all  she 
cared  for  was  that  he  should  go  on 
talking.  For  she  saw,  through  the  fog, 
Ralph's  face,  haggard  with  anxiety  and 
bearing  the  furtive  look  of  a  hunted  man, 
as  he  stepped  out  among  the  trees  of  the 
lane  and  crossed  the  cart-track,  becom- 
ing in  a  moment  a  mere  shadow  in 
the  thick  mist  under  the  hedge. 

'  Perhaps,    then,'     suggested     Nanny, 
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*  the  poor  woman   threw  herself  out  of 
the  window  she  was  found  under.' 

The  man  smiled,  with  a  little  super- 
cilious, official  smile,  turning  as  he  did 
so  again  towards  the  door.  In  an 
instant  he  was  on  the  alert,  perceiving 
the  door  to  have  been  opened ;  and 
Nanny  took  advantage  of  his  action, 
as  he  ran  back,  to  limp  along  towards 
the  highroad,  for  it  was  in  the  opposite 
direction  that  Ralph  had  gone.  Having 
taken  a  few  steps,  she  stopped,  partly 
because  the  pain  of  her  ankle  was  great, 
and  partly  because  she  feared  the  police- 
man might  suspect  her  connivance  at 
the  escape.  As  she  turned,  she  saw  the 
figure  of  Ralph  gliding  rapidly  away 
among  the  trees  until  he  was  lost  to 
sight  in  the  fog.  Then  she  returned  to 
the  open  door,  at  which  the  policeman 
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was  Standing  with  a  perplexed  ex- 
pression. 

'  I  think  you'd  better  go  away,  ma'am/ 
said  he  rather  gruffly.  *  You've  done 
enough  mischief.  Along  o'  my  talking 
to  you,  it  looks  precious  like  as  if  he'd 
got  away.  That  door  was  locked  on 
the  inside  !' 

He  stared  up  and  down  the  lane  as 
he  blew  his  whistle  ;  and  Nanny,  glad 
not  to  be  called  upon  for  an  explanation, 
mumbled  some  words  of  apology  and 
then  went  on  her  way.  She  was  very 
uneasy,  guessing  as  she  did  that  there 
must  be  more  police  on  the  look-out, 
from  whom  even  the  astuteness  Ralph 
had  so  far  shown  might  not  enable  him 
to  escape.  Of  course  he  would  go  to 
The  Grange,  true  to  the  instinct  which 
always  led  him  to  his  old  home.     But 
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this  dodging  of  the  poHce  from  the  one 
place  to  the  other  and  back  again  could 
not  long  be  practised  with  success.  It 
seemed  to  Nanny  to  be  a  proof  of  the 
insanity  from  which  Pickering  declared 
him  to  have  recovered. 

The  poor  little  lady  was  full  of  miser- 
able doubt.  If  his  mental  balance  was 
restored,  she  must  leave  him,  for  she 
was  not  his  wife.  And  even  if,  through 
the  machinations  of  his  mother  or  Lady 
Ellen,  he  had  believed  himself  free 
when  he  married  her,  yet  there  remained 
against  him  the  fact  that  he  had  done 
her  an  unpardonable  wrong  in  marrying 
her  when  he  knew  that  he  was  subject 
to  periodical  attacks  of  insanity  of  the 
most  violent  kind.  If,  on  the  other 
hand,  he  had  not  yet  recovered  his 
reason,  it  would  be  her  duty  to   remain 
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with  him    until    his   personal   safety  was 
assured. 

The  avenue  seemed  miles  long  to 
Nanny,  who  could  now  find  her  way 
with  difficulty  in  the  darkness  of  a  foggy 
night.  At  last  she  reached  the  high- 
road, and,  turning  to  the  left,  passed  the 
desolate  -  looking  front  of  The  White 
House  on  her  way  towards  Bicton  High 
Street.  It  was  a  slow  and  tedious  walk 
Nanny  hoped  that  she  might  be  over- 
taken on  the  way  by  a  small  railway 
omnibus,  which  ran  between  Bicton  and 
the  nearest  town.  But  the  only  vehicles 
which  passed  her  were  two  builders 
carts,  following  each  other  at  a  snail's 
pace,  while  the  drivers,  walking  beside 
their  horses,  shouted  alternately  as  a 
warning  to  approaching  passengers. 

When    the   first  shops   were    reached. 
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with  their  lighted  windows,  her  journey 
became  less  hazardous.  And  here,  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  way,  she  caught 
sight  of  something  which  gave  her  a 
faint  suggestion  of  hope  and  comfort. 
It  was  Dr.  Blundell's  brougham,  drawing 
up  in  front  of  the  garden  wall  of  one  of 
the  few  remaining  large  houses  of  the 
town. 

She  hobbled  across  the  road,  and 
intercepted  the  doctor  as  he  was  passing 
through  the  gate.  He  at  once  noticed 
her  halting  gait. 

*  Yes,  I  have  hurt  my  ankle.  But  it 
is  not  that.  I  want  to  speak  to  you — I 
must !' 

He  saw  the  deep  anxiety  in  her  face, 
and  his  heart  went  out  to  her,  knowing 
as  he  did  something  of  the  troubles 
which  surrounded  her.      He  helped  her 
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gently  into  his  brougham,  and  went  into 
the  house,  telling  her  that  he  should  not 
be  long  gone.  In  a  few  minutes 
he  returned,  his  visit  over,  and  di- 
rected his  coachman  to  drive  to  The 
Grange. 

*  Doctor,'  she  began,  as  soon  as  they 
had  started,  '  I  heard  to-day  that  you 
were  present  when  the  man  was  found 
beside  Mrs.  Durrant's  body.  Tell  me — 
who  was  the  man  ?' 

*  Well,  really,  Mrs.  Ryder,  it  was 
quite  dark,  you  know — and ' 

'  That  is  enough.  I  see.  Then  it 
was  my  husband  ?' 

The  doctor  saw  that  the  truth  would 
give  her  no  shock  of  surprise. 

'  I  am  afraid  it  was,'  he  said  in  a  low 
voice. 

*  You  think  he  killed  her  ?' 
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*  His  own  words  condemned  him/ 

*  You  know  that  he  is  at  times  not 
responsible  for  his  actions  ?' 

As  Dr.  Blundell  did  not  answer,  she 
repeated  the  question. 

*  I  am  afraid  I  cannot  agree  with  you/ 
he  said. 

'  Then  why/  said  Nanny,  struggHng 
successfully  to  repress  her  emotion, 
'  should  he  kill  her  ?' 

Again  the  doctor  hesitated  to  tell  her 
exactly  what  he  thought. 

*  You  think  she  held  some  secret  of 
his  ?' 

'  It  is  possible,'  the  doctor  answered 
guardedly, 

Nanny  laughed  bitterly 

'Well,  so  she  did,'  she  admitted. 
*  Dr.  Blundell,  you  know  all  the  people 
about  here ;  you  know  Mrs.  Calverley. 
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Has  she  never  told  you  anything  about 
me  and — my — my — husband  ?' 

*  She  has  made  certain  suggestions 
which  I  particularly  warned  her  not  to 
repeat,  as  they  were  libellous/ 

'  But  they  were  true,  I  think.  This 
Lady  Ellen,  whom  she  must  have  told 
you  about  as  having  been  my  husband's 
first  wife,  is  alive/ 

*  Are  you  sure  of  this  ?' 

*  She  is  staying  at  the  George  Hotel 
here  with  Mrs.  Ryder.  I  saw  them  to- 
day. But  neither  will  admit  or  explain 
anything.  They  have  nearly  driven  me 
mad.'  ' 

*  What  nonsense  !  They  must  ex- 
plain. I  know  old  Mrs.  Ryder,  and  her 
little  stories  and  mystifications.  She  is,  I 
am  sorry  to  say,  a  very  dangerous  old 
lady/ 
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He  was  looking  out  of  the  carriage- 
window  on  the  left,  and  he  suddenly 
pulled  the  check-string,  and  opened  the 
door  as  the  brougham  stopped. 

*  Now,'  said  he,  *  you  wait  here  while 
I  have  "  a  "  go-in "  with  the  old 
lady.' 

He  ran  into  the  hotel,  but  quickly 
came  out  again,  and,  just  calling  out 
*■  Now  to  The  Grange  !'  jumped  into  the 
brougham. 

'  The  ladies  have  paid  their  bill  and 
left,'  he  explained,  *  and  the  boots  says 
they  directed  the  cabman  to  drive  to 
The  Grange.' 

*Then  I  would  rather  not  go  back 
there.  1  don't  want  to  meet  them 
again.  They  won't  tell  me  anything,' 
cried  poor  Nanny,  shrinking  back  into 
her  corner. 
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*  They  shall  tell  us  something,  or 
biindle  out !'  cried  the  doctor  indig- 
nantly. *  Look  here,  Mrs.  Ryder ;  you 
are  much  too  brave  a  lady  to  be 
cowed  by  an  adventuress  and  an  old 
woman.  Take  my  word  for  it,  this 
Lady  Ellen  will  turn  out  to  be  no  wife 
at  all,  and  Captain  Ryder's  little  indis- 
cretion— let  us  call  it — will  never  be 
found  out.' 

*  The  murder  ?'  cried  Nanny  in  a 
hissing  whisper. 

*  Say  indiscretion.  It  sounds  much 
better.  If  he  is  mad,  or  if  he  allows 
himself  to  be  taken.  Til  eat  my 
head.' 

*  But ' 

*  But  listen.  I  went  into  the  station 
just  now  to  get  a  paper,  a  few  minutes 
before  you  came  up.      And  just  outside 
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I  met  your  husband,  Captain  Ryder, 
walking  towards  The  Grange  with  a 
cigar  in  his  mouth.' 

*  Then  he  got  past  the  poHce  all 
right,'  murmured  Nanny  below  her 
breath, 

'  I  could  not  help  an  exclamation 
of  surprise,'  went  on  the  doctor;  '  but  he 
took  it  very  coolly.  He  said  he  had 
just  come  back  from  a  yachting  cruise, 
and  asked  if  there  was  any  news.  I 
told  him  about  the  murder  of  Mrs. 
Durrant,  and  he  affected  not  even  to 
have  heard  of  it,  but  suggested  at  once 
that  the  brother  had  done  it.  I  felt,  I 
must  own,  rather  disgusted,  and  I  came 
away.  But  I  have  not  the  slightest 
doubt  that  he  will  carry  the  thing  off 
with  a  bold  front,  and  that  nobody  but 
you  and  me  and  Charlie  Bambridge  will 
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ever  know  by  whose  hand  the  poor 
woman  really  came  to  her  death/ 

The  brougham  stopped  at  The  Grange 
gates.  The  doctor  got  out,  and  helped 
Nanny  to  do  so,  and  they  passed  through 
into  the  grounds  together,  she  supported 
by  his  arm. 

*  There !'  exclaimed  the  doctor  in  a 
whisper  as  they  came  in  sight  of  the 
house,  and  heard  Captain  Ryder  whistling 
softly  to  himself  as  he  stood  on  the 
doorstep  waiting  for  admittance.  '  Does 
that  man  look  like  a  murderer  going  in 
fear  of  the  police  ?' 


CHAPTER  VIL 


On  hearing  her  husband's  voice,  Nanny, 
still  leaning  on  Dr.  Blundell's  arm, 
stopped  short  in  the  middle  of  the 
avenue. 

'  Doctor/  she  whispered,  '  I  must  go 
in  alone.  No  one  can  help  me  in  that 
explanation  which  he  and  I  must  have. 
I  know  it,  I  feel  it,  now  that  I  hear  his 
voice  again.  If — if  I  go  away,'  and  her 
voice  faltered,  and  the  tears  began  to 
come,  '  I  will  call  on  you  to-morrow 
before  I  go.  Thank  you  very,  very 
much  for  what  you  have  done.' 
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'  That  is  little  enough  ;  I  wish  I 
could  have  done  more  for  you,  Mrs. 
Ryder.  But  I  think  you  are  right  to 
depend  entirely  on  yourself  if  you  can. 
At  the  same  time,  we  mustn't  forget 
this  ankle  of  yours.  I  must  see 
what  is  wrong  with  that  before  I 
leave  you.  That,  however,  won't  take 
long.' 

By  this  time  Captain  Ryder  had  dis- 
appeared into  the  house  ;  but,  before 
shutting  the  door,  the  servant  who  had 
let  him  in  perceived  the  doctor  and  her 
mistress,  and  notified  their  arrival. 
Nanny  shrank  back  as  her  husband  ran 
down  the  steps  towards  her.  Captain 
Ryder,  on  seeing  who  her  companion 
was,  however,  suppressed  his  emotion, 
and  exchanged  a  cold  greeting  with  the 
doctor. 
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*  Mrs.  Ryder  has  hurt  her  ankle,  I 
fear,'  said  Dr.  Blundell. 

*  How  did  you  do  that,  Nanny  ?'  asked 
Captain  Ryder,  in  a  rather  constrained 
voice. 

He  had  already  been  sharp-sighted 
enough  to  notice  that  her  greeting  of 
himself  was  nervous  and  uneasy. 

*  It  was  in  the  fog — I  turned  my  foot 
on  a  stone,'  she  said.  '  It  is  nothing, 
— nothing  indeed,  Ralph.' 

He  glanced  at  her  quickly.  Why  did 
she  not  use  his  pet  name  ?  the  look  said. 
They  all  entered  the  house  together,  and 
Captain  Ryder  opened  the  door  of  the 
dining-room,  which  was  the  nearest 
apartment.  Here  Dr.  Blundell  examined 
the  injured  foot,  assured  himself  that  the 
sprain  was  not  a  very  severe  one,  and  applied 
a  cold-water  bandage  to  the  ankle,  giving 
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directions  for  its  renewal  to  Captain 
Ryder,  who  undertook  to  continue  the 
treatment  with  his  own  hands. 

The  soUcitude  which  Captain  Ryder 
showed  for  his  wife,  the  wistful,  jealous 
tenderness  with  which  he  hung  on 
the  back  of  her  chair,  watching  every 
movement  of  the  doctor's  hands  in  his 
anxious  wish  to  become  as  deft  as  he, 
softened  the  latter  a  little  towards 
him.  But  still  it  was  with  some  con- 
straint that  the  doctor  made  his  fare- 
well, shaking  hands  only  with  Mrs. 
Ryder. 

Then  Nanny  was  left  alone,  while  her 
husband  escorted  Dr.  Blundell  to  the 
door.  Regardless  of  the  injunction 
to  keep  her  foot  on  the  low  armchair 
which  had  been  brought  forward  for  the 
purpose,  she  sprang  up,  and  stood  irreso- 


RALPH  RYDER  OF  BRENT  191 

lute  between  the  fire  and  the  door,  torn 
with  conflicting  impulses.      On  the  one 
hand  her  heart,  touched,  melted,  utterly 
subdued  by  the  glimpse  she  had  had  of 
the  old  love  which  had  been  so  dear  to 
her,  cried  out  that  he  was  her  husband, 
that  he  loved  her,  that  nothing  else  in 
the  world  mattered  at  all    to  her.      On 
the  other  hand,  she  knew  absolutely  that 
another  woman,  claiming  to  be  his  wife, 
was     actually    at    that    moment    in    the 
house,  that  he  had  deceived  her,  that  he 
was  a  murderer.     Should   she  stay,  and 
have  now  with  him  that  terrible,  crucial 
interview  which  she  so  much  dreaded  ? 
Or  should  she   try   to  escape  it,  for  the 
present    at    least,     and,     foregoing     his 
caresses,  forego  also  those  terrible  ques- 
tions which  she  saw  in  his  eyes,  questions 
which    demanded  that   the  whole  truth 
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should  be  dragged  out  from  her  in  her 
unwilling  answers  ? 

While  she  yet  hesitated,  the  time  for 
choice  was  over.  Captain  Ryder's  step 
sounded  in  the  hall,  his  hand  was  on  the 
door.  With  one  rapid  glance  her  eyes 
took  in  the  whole  scene  around  her.  As 
if  she  had  been  looking  at  a  picture,  she 
saw  the  red  fire  reflected  in  the  tiles  of 
the  hearth,  the  lamplight  shining  on  the 
embossed  paper,  the  ferns,  the  glittering 
glass  on  the  white  tablecloth.  Then, 
with  a  throbbing  heart,  she  felt  Ralph's 
arms  round  her,  and  knew,  without  one 
look  into  his  face,  that  her  love  was 
stronger  than  her  own  will. 

*  Ralph  !  My  husband ! '  she  panted 
out,  between  her  set  teeth,  with  such 
a  wild  impulse  of  passion  that  he 
seized  her  face  in  his  hand  and  turned 
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it  towards  the  light  with  a  look  almost 
of  fear. 

*  Child  !  My  Nanny,  you  have  been 
frightened — you  have  been  ill !  What 
is  this  change  in  you,  my  wife  r  If  I 
had  been  away  four  years  instead  of  four 
days,  the  change  in  you  could  not  have 
been  greater  !  Tell  me,  my  darling, 
what  is  it  ?' 

But  Nanny  could  not  answer.  She 
was  crying  her  very  heart  out  on  his 
breast.  For  a  long  time  his  utmost 
efforts  to  soothe  her  availed  nothing. 
He  made  her  sit  down  in  the  wide 
chair  by  the  fire  from  which  she  had 
risen,  and  with  loving  whispers,  gentle 
caresses,  and  soft  reproaches  for  her 
tearful  welcome,  bade  her  confide  in 
him  the  cause  of  this  violent  distress. 

*  Nanny,  Nanny,'   he  whispered  with 
VOL.  III.  50 
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playful  gravity,  which  only  half  con- 
cealed the  deepest  concern,  *  this  is 
insubordination  to  your  superior  officer. 
I  shall  have  to  put  you  under  arrest 
—  I  shall  indeed,  my  dear  -—  lest 
the  disaffection  should  spread  in  the 
ranks/ 

*Oh,  Dan,  Dan,'  cried  Nanny,  finding 
a  remnant  of  voice  half  choked  by  sobs, 
and  clinging  tightly  to  his  arm,  '  take 
me  away!  Let  us  go  away  somewhere, 
at  once,  quite  quietly,  and  forget.  Take 
me,  take  me,  or  I  shall  die,  Dan  !  Don't 
ask  me  why — don't  ask  me  anything  ; 
only  take  me  away.' 

*  But,  my  darling,  why  is  it  ?  Won't 
you  tell  me  why  it  is  ?' 

*  No,  no.  Don't  let  us  have  any 
questions  —  any  explanations.  If  we 
don't  go  now,  and  slip  out  of  the  house 
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at    once,    your     mother    will    come    in, 
and ' 

'  My  mother !'  interrupted  Captain 
Ryder,  in  a  harder  voice,  as  he  sprang 
up  from  the  floor,  on  which  he  had 
been  kneeling.  '  Is  she  here  ?  She 
has  been  making  mischief  again,  then, 
I  suppose.  It's  very  astonishing  that 
no  old  lady  can  live  without  that  occu- 
pation. Now,  what  has  she  been  telling 
you  ?' 

Nanny  was  alarmed  by  the  alteration 
in  him.  All  affection  had  gone  out  of 
his  face  and  voice.  He  was  looking 
down  at  her  with  a  frown. 

*  It  is  nothing — nothing  that  she  has 
said,'  faltered  Nanny.  '  It  is  what  she 
has  not  said,  what  she  will  not  say. 
She  has  brought  with  her  Lady  Ellen.' 

'  Lady  Ellen  !' 
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Nanny  gazed  up  at  him,  full  of  pas- 
sionate interest  and  anxiety.  For,  as  he 
slowly  repeated  the  name,  he  seemed  to 
be  searching  in  his  mind  for  some  half- 
forgotten  recollections  suggested  by  it. 

*  They  are  coming — they  are  coming 
in  here !'  cried  Nanny  in  great  excite- 
ment, as  she  rose  and  clasped  her 
hands  round  one  of  his  arms.  *  Tell 
them — no,  tell  me,  Dan,  that  /  am  your 
wife !' 

Before  Captain  Ryder  could  recover 
from  the  bewilderment  into  which  her 
appeal  evidently  threw  him,  the  door 
was  opened  by  old  Mrs.  Ryder,  who 
started  back  and  abruptly  broke  off  the 
remarks  she  was  addressing  to  her  com- 
panion. 

*  Ralph  !  Antonia  !'  she  cried  in  sur- 
prise and  confusion.     *  I — I  thought  you 
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were  in — I — I  mean,  I  didn't  know  you 
were  back,  Ralph.' 

Her  companion,  less  bold,  had  hastily 
retreated  on  catching  sight  of  the  occu- 
pants of  the  room.  The  old  lady,  how- 
ever, recovered  her  self-possession  almost 
immediately,  and  held  out  her  arms 
towards  her  son,  apparently  not  at  all 
disturbed  by  the  frown  of  anger  and 
annoyance  on  his  face. 

*  My  dear  boy,'  she  said,  with  a  side- 
glance  at  Nanny,  whose  tears  had  left 
very  evident  traces,  '  I  am  indeed  glad  to 
see  you  back  again.  The  little  wife 
here  told  me  you  had  appointed  no  day 
for  your  return,  so  that  she  did  not  know 
when  to  expect  you.  And  such  a  fright 
as  the  poor  child  has  had !'  ran  on  the 
cunning  old  lady,  retaining  with  one 
hand  the  fingers  of  her  son,  while  she 
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raised  the  other  with  an  expression  of 
horror.  *  Just  think,  my  dear  boy,  a 
murder  in  the  neighbourhood — in  the 
grounds  of  The  White  House,  too ! 
Did  she  tell  you  about  it  ?' 

*  No,  but  I  have  heard  of  it — Dr. 
Blundell  told  me,'  said  Ralph,  still 
rather  icy,  but  carried  away  by  the 
flowing  stream  of  his  mother's  talk. 

*  Wasn't  it  shocking  ?  The  work  of 
a  poor  maniac,  who  found  his  way  to 
the  grounds  here,  so  that  Nanny  was 
disturbed  by  the  police  in  the  night ! 
Now,  what  do  you  think  of  that  ?' 

*  I  think  the  whole  business  wants 
inquiring  into,'  said  Ralph,  without 
enthusiasm. 

'  I  should  think  so,  indeed,'  she  as- 
sented warmly. 

As    she    was    speaking,    Nanny,    still 
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holding  her  husband's  arm,  took  a  step 
forward. 

'  The  lady  who  was  with  you,'  she 
said  in  a  high,  tremulous  voice — '  where 
is  she  ?     Why  didn't  she  come  in  ?' 

'  Oh,  she  is  only  my  companion.  She 
did  not  want  to  intrude  upon  what  she 
saw  was  a  family  meeting,'  said  old  Mrs. 
Ryder,  with  a  sharp  look. 

'  But  it  would  have  been  more  of  a 
family  meeting  if  she  had  come  in, 
wouldn't  it  ?'  asked  Nanny,  in  the  same 
tone  as  before. 

Her  mother-in-law  drew  in  her  lips 
rather  spitefully,  but,  before  she  had 
time  to  reply,  Ralph  spoke  abruptly : 

'  Never  mind  her  now.  Let  us  have 
something  to  eat.  I  should  like  a  little 
conversation  with  you  presently,  mother 
-after  dinner.' 
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The  old  lady  agreed,  but  it  was 
evident  that  his  abrupt  manner  made  her 
feel  nervous.  He  turned  at  once  from 
her  to  Nanny. 

*  My  dear/  he  said,  his  voice  altering 
at  once,  *  I  think  you  had  better  not 
move,  for  the  sake  of  your  foot.  We 
will  excuse  your  dressing  for  dinner.' 

*  But  I  must ;  my  skirt  is  damp ;  I 
should  feel  uncomfortable  like  this,' 
eagerly  protested  Nanny,  who  had 
reached  the  door. 

She  was  afraid  of  his  discovering, 
without  preparation,  the  presence  in  the 
house  of  Valentine  Eley,  of  whom  he 
had  always  expressed  a  strong  dislike. 
So,  finding  that  she  would  not  yield, 
Ralph  made  her  lean  on  his  arm,  and  led 
her  slowly  upstairs.  She,  meanwhile, 
was   debating   with  herself  how  best  to 
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break  to  him  the  story  of  Valentine's 
coming.  She  was  in  a  fever  of  doubt, 
of  perplexity.  At  one  moment  Ralph's 
calmness  of  manner,  and  the  answering 
emotions  which  his  tenderness  had 
awakened  within  her,  almost  persuaded 
her  that  her  eyes  and  ears  had  deceived 
her,  and  that  he  was  innocent  of  all  the 
charges  brought  against  him.  An  in- 
stant later,  however,  reason  spoke  again, 
and  overwhelmed  in  its  cold  waters  all 
the  suggestions  made  by  her  affection. 
At  last,  overcome  by  her  doubts,  her 
fears,  and  her  despair,  she  uttered  a  low 
cry,  which  pierced  her  husband's  heart. 
He  bent  down  over  her  solicitously,  and 
began  : 

*  My  dearest,  does  it  hurt  you  so 
badly  ?      Am  I  going  too  fast  ?' 

These   words,  however,  were  scarcelv 
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out  of  his  mouth,  when  she  felt  that  he 
was  seized  by  a  terrible  shock,  which 
communicated  itself  to  her,  and  set  her 
trembling  violently.  She  looked  up 
quickly  into  his  face,  and  saw  there  an 
expression  which  in  a  moment  destroyed 
the  vague  hopes  which  she  had,  in  spite 
of  her  judgment,  begun  to  allow  herself 
to  entertain.  For  it  was  the  wild,  help- 
less stare  of  the  man  to  whom  the  air  is 
haunted  by  phantoms,  illusions  of  his 
own  brain — the  look  of  the  face  which 
had  appeared  to  her  at  the  study- window 
on  the  previous  night. 

'  Oh,  Ralph,  Ralph,'  she  whispered 
hoarsely,  '  what  is  it  ?  What  do  you 
see  ?' 

For  answer  he  suddenly  seized  her 
head  with  his  right  hand,  and  forced  it 
down    to    the   handrail  of  the   banisters. 
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She  felt  his  breath  hot  against  her  ear  as 
he  said  : 

'  Look — down  there.  What  do  you 
see  ?     What  do  you  see  ?' 

Nanny  could  see  nothing  whatever. 
A  ghastly  fear  had  seized  her  lest,  in  the 
apparent  return  of  his  madness,  he  was 
about  to  make  her  the  third  victim  of 
his  homicidal  mania.  She  did  not  cry 
out — indeed,  she  could  not ;  but  she 
clung  with  all  her  might  to  the  railing, 
crouching  over  it,  and  trying  to  form 
with  her  dry  lips  a  prayer  that  he  would 
spare  her.  Before  she  could  regain 
command  of  her  tongue,  his  grip  sud- 
denly relaxed,  and  he  repeated  his  words 
in  a  calmer  tone  : 

'  What  do  you  see,  Nanny  ?' 

Without  another  glance  at  him,  she 
bent   her  head  down  over  the  banisters, 
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and   peered   into   the  hall    beneath  obe- 
diently. 

*  I  see  nothing,  Ralph,'  she  whispered 
tremulously.    'What — what  do  you  see  ?* 

But  at  first  he  made  no  answer.  She 
ventured,  perceiving  that  he  had  grown 
calmer,  to  glance  timidly  at  his  face 
again.  He  looked  bewildered,  like  a 
man  who  had  just  woke  from  a  night- 
mare-haunted sleep. 

*  I  see  nothing  either — now,'  said  he 
slowly.  Then,  seeing  the  alarmed  ex- 
pression on  Nanny's  face,  he  tried  to 
laugh  the  matter  off.  '  I  am  tired  and 
stupid,  and  as  fanciful  as  a  sick  child,' 
he  added.  *  I  am  afraid  I  frightened 
you,  darling.' 

Nanny  affected  to  be  reassured  by  his 
words,  but  she  saw  that  he  hung  behind 
her,  peering  into  the  dark  corners  of  the 
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hall.  When  they  reached  the  bedroom, 
he  put  her  gently  down  into  a  chair, 
rang  the  bell  for  her  maid,  and  went 
into  the  dressing  -  room.  But  Nanny 
heard  him  pass  softly  by  the  second  door 
on  to  the  landing,  and  go  downstairs. 
She  suddenly  remembered  that  she  had 
found  no  opportunity  to  tell  him  about 
Valentine's  being  in  the  house.  In  the 
state  of  mind  in  which  he  now  was, 
hovering  as  it  seemed  between  sanity 
and  insanity,  the  danger  attending  a 
sudden  discovery  of  that  kind  would  be 
even  greater  than  she  had  feared.  She 
limped  as  far  as  the  door,  but  on  opening 
it  found  herself  face  to  face  with  her 
maid,  who  detained  her  by  offers  of 
assistance,  being  in  great  distress  at  her 
mistress's  lameness  and  at  the  terrible 
pallor  of  her  face. 
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'  I  am  quite  well,  Jane/  said  Nanny, 
trying  to  smile.  *  The  pain  is  not  so 
great  as  you  think,  and  I  must  go  down 
to  speak  to  Captain  Ryder.' 

'  Let  me  fetch  him,  ma  am  !'  cried 
the  girl  eagerly. 

And  her  mistress  was  constrained  to 
let  her  go  on  this  errand.  As  soon  as 
the  girl  had  reached  the  bottom  of  the 
stairs,  however,  Nanny  was  out  again 
in  the  gallery,  wondering  where  Ralph 
could  be,  and  what  sort  of  greeting  Jane 
would  get  from  him.  She  was  leaning 
on  the  balustrade,  when  she  heard  foot- 
steps behind  her,  and  before  she  could 
turn,  there  came  a  whisper  close  in  her 
ear  : 

'  I  am  afraid  to  meet  Captain  Ryder. 
What  had  I  better  do  ?' 

Nanny  could  not  repress  a  sharp  cry. 
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Stepping  quickly  back,  she  saw  that  the 
whisperer  was  Valentine  himself,  look- 
ing ill  indeed,  but  considerably  less 
infirm  than  he  had  seemed  a  few  hours 
before.  Meg  and  Mrs.  Walters,  the 
nurse,  stood  a  little  distance  away, 
watching  this  interview  with  some 
apprehension. 

'  He  would  get  up,  ma'am,'  said  the 
nurse,  '  as  soon  as  I  told  him  the  Captain 
was  about.  There  was  no  way  of  keep- 
ing him  quiet.  And  he's  not  as  bad  as 
what  he  looks,'  she  added,  in  a  low 
voice,  as  she  got  closer  to  Nanny,  while 
Meg  uttered  another  remonstrance  to 
the  patient. 

'  Here  he  comes  !'  cried  Valentine,  in 
a  voice  of  terror.  *  Where  shall  I 
go  ?' 

'  Back  into  your  room !'  cried  Nanny, 
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in  a  frenzy  of  fear  lest  the  two  men 
should  meet. 

She  thought,  as  her  blood  seemed  to 
run  cold  in  her  veins,  that  the  sight  of 
the  brother  of  the  woman  he  had  killed 
might  excite  Ralph  to  a  fresh  outbreak, 
and  Valentine's  hysterical  utterances 
would  only  serve  to  exasperate  him 
further. 

Unluckily,  Captain  Ryder's  ears,  as 
he  entered  the  hall  below  from  one  of 
the  corridors,  caught  the  sound  of  a 
man's  voice,  and  being  in  a  state  of 
uneasy  and  restless  suspicion,  he  ascended 
the  stairs  in  a  few  bounds,  and  saw  the 
door  of  the  spare  room  occupied  by 
Valentine  close.  There  was  just  enough 
of  conscious  guilt  in  the  faces  of  all 
three  women  to  make  him  sure  that 
something  was  being  kept  from  him. 
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*  Who  went  in  there  r'  he  asked 
sharply. 

There  was  ever  so  slight  a  pause 
before  Nanny  tried  to  speak,  but  it  was 
enough  for  Ralph. 

*  I  heard  a  man's  voice.  Who  was 
it  ?'  he  asked. 

Then  he  very  quietly  crossed  the 
gallery  to  the  door,  and  was  on  the 
point  of  opening  it  when  Nanny,  hurry- 
ing like  a  hare  to  meet  him,  laid  her 
cold  fingers  upon  his  hands. 

*  It  is  a  man,  Ralph,'  she  said.  *  A 
man  who  is  ill  with  a  fever,  brought  on 
by  exposure  and  —  and  grief.  Listen ! 
and  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it.' 

The  nurse  had  disappeared,  afraid  of  a 
*  scene,'  and  discreetly  anxious  to  have 
no  part  in  it.  Meg,  in  alarm  for  her 
sister,  remained    a    little  way    off,   with 
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hands  clenched,  ready  to  fly  at  Captain 
Ryder's  throat  if,  in  his  mad  anger,  he 
should  attempt  to  hurt  Nanny.  In  the 
dead  silence  she  heard  the  poor  wife's 
laboured  breath,  as  the  latter  tried  to 
steady  herself  for  her  recital,  and  to 
choose  the  most  persuasive  words  for  it. 

Before,  however,  she  had  done  more 
than  clear  her  throat  in  preparation, 
Ralph  maintaining  an  awful  silence,  the 
door  was  burst  open  in  their  faces,  and 
Valentine,  with  a  hectic  flush  on  his  face, 
stood  panting  before  them. 

*  It  is  I,  Captain  Ryder,'  he  said,  in  a 
low,  thick  voice.  He  did  not  look  like 
a  man,  Meg  thought,  watching  him 
from  the  background.  He  looked  like 
a  frightened  wild  beast,  seeking  a  way  of 
escape  from  danger.  'I've  come  here 
because  it's  upon  the  people  in  this  house 
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that  I  have  the  greatest  claim  to  compas- 
sion, on  account  of  the  death  of  my 
sister.  I  don't  wish  to  say  anything 
unpleasant,  or  to  hurt  anyone's  feelings. 
But  I  must  be  helped,  of  course.  And 
if  you  don't  understand  why,  ask  your 
mother ;  she  is  in  the  house,  and  she 
will  uphold  what  I  say.     Ask  her.' 

*  I  shall  ask  my  mother  nothing,' 
answered  Captain  Ryder  slowly,  in  the 
coldest,  most  decided  of  tones.  '  I  shall 
ask  you  to  remove  yourself  out  of  this 
house  immediately.' 

'  Ralph,  Ralph,  take  care.  He  is  ill. 
And — and  take  care  !'  sobbed  out  poor 
Nanny,  who  noted  the  menacing  look  in 
Valentine's  eyes. 

The  young  man  laughed  shrilly. 

'  Don't  interfere  on  my  account,  Mrs. 
Ryder,'  said  he  in  an  ironical  tone.     *  I 
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can  take  my  own  part,  and,  what  is 
more,  I  can  get  the  law  to  back  me  up. 
I'm  going,  Fm  going.  Captain  Ryder. 
Just  let  me  have  two  minutes  to  put  on 
my  own  clothes.' 

He  disappeared  into  the  room  he  had 
occupied,  and  husband  and  wife  were 
left  facing  each  other.  Nanny  tried  to 
utter  some  feeble  expostulations,  but 
Ralph  seemed  not  to  hear.  Meg,  in  the 
meantime,  had  slipped  swiftly  past  them, 
and  uone  downstairs  to  summon  old 
Mrs.  Ryder.  She  found  that  lady  in  the 
drawing-room,  with  her  bonnet  and 
mantle  on.  Before  Meg  could  declare 
her  errand,  the  old  lady,  who  had  taken 
a  strong  dislike  to  one,  whose  inter- 
ference she  feared,  at  once  addressed  her. 

*  You  will  be  kind  enough  to  tell  my 
son    and    his    wife,'    she  began,    with    a 


RALPH  RYDER  OF  BRENT  213 


glance  at  her  mysterious  companion,  who 
was  standing  trembUng  behind  her,  'that 
I  cannot  remain  in  a  house  where ' 

Meg  nodded,  and  cut  her  short. 

*  Come  upstairs,'  she  said  abruptly. 
*  Your  son  is  quarrelling  with  Valentine 
Eley.  I  don't  know  if  you  can  do  any 
good,  but  you  can  try.' 

But  it  was  too  late.  The  old  lady, 
with  a  face  blanched  to  a  death-like 
whiteness,  followed  Meg  into  the  hall. 
They  were  just  in  time  to  hear  Valen- 
tine's last  words  as,  now  safely  out  of 
Captain  Ryder's  reach,  he  ran  across  the 
hall  to  the  front  door. 

'  Yes,  I'm  going,  I'm  going,'  he  cried, 
with  another  shrill  laugh.  *  But  you 
had  better  have  kept  me  under  your 
eye,  for  I  shall  go  straight  to  the 
police-station,   and   if    I    don't    get    the 
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distinguished  Ralph  Ryder  locked  up 
by  to-morrow  night  my  name  isn't 
Valentine  Eley.' 

Meg  kept  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
little  old  lady.  At  first  the  latter  seemed 
turned  to  stone,  but  the  noise  made  by 
the  front-door  as  Valentine  slammed  it 
behind  him  roused  her  into  life  and 
activity.  She  crossed  the  hall  after  him 
almost  as  quickly  and  lightly  as  a  bird, 
and,  following  in  his  steps,  disappeared 
into  the  darkness  outside. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


The  cold  night-air  blew  in  through  the 
front-door,  which  old  Mrs.  Ryder,  in 
her  pursuit  of  Valentine  Eley,  had  left 
open  behind  her.  Meg  crossed  the 
hall,  shut  the  door,  drew  the  bolts, 
and  turned  the  key.  Then  she  ran 
upstairs  to  the  gallery. 

Nanny  and  her  husband  were  still 
there — the  former  sitting,  in  a  scarcely 
more  than  half-conscious  condition,  on 
the  ottoman  under  the  window ;  while 
the  latter  stood  some  distance  away, 
leaning  over   the  balustrade.      Meg   felt 
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afraid  of  him,  as  she  glanced  up  and 
saw  that  the  expression  of  his  face  was 
angry  and  hard.  He  did  not  seem  to 
see  her,  or  to  hear  his  wife's  voice  whis- 
pering faintly  to  her. 

*  Come  to  your  room,  Nanny,'  said 
her  sister.  *  You  are  ill,  dear,  and  you 
ought  not  to  be  sitting  out  here  in  the 
cold.  Let  me  help  you  along;  put  your 
arm  in  mine.     That's  right.' 

She  glanced,  as  she  spoke,  towards 
Captain  Ryder,  thinking  that  these 
words  would  bring  him  to  his  wife's 
assistance.  But  he  did  not  move.  The 
two  ladies,  the  one  leaning  on  the  other, 
passed  close  behind  him,  without  his 
giving  the  slightest  sign  that  he  was 
conscious  of  their  presence.  Just  as 
they  reached  the  bedroom-door,  Meg, 
turning     with     a     last     glance     in     his 
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direction,  saw  him  go  slowly  down- 
stairs. 

Jane,  the  maid,  scurried  quickly  away 
from  the  keyhole  when  she  heard  the  ladies 
approaching,  and  was  discovered  busy 
at  the  dressing-table  when  they  came  in. 
Her  face,  however,  betrayed  the  intense 
interest  with  which  she  had  listened 
to  such  scraps  of  the  conversation  in 
the  gallery  as  had  reached  her  ears. 

^  You  won't  change  your  dress  to- 
night, will  you,  Nanny  ?'  asked  Meg, 
glancing  at  a  pretty  frock  of  gray 
brocade  with  steel  trimming  which  Jane 
had  put  out. 

*  Yes,  yes,  I  will,'  said  Nanny,  as, 
with  a  sudden  change  to  feverish  energy, 
she  began  to  hurry  Jane's  movements. 
*  Go,  go,  Meg,  and  get  ready  for  dinner. 
The  bell  will  ring  in  a  minute.' 
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Meg  left  the  room,  and  met  her  sister 
a  few  minutes  later  on  her  way  to  the 
dining-room. 

*  Have  you  seen  Ralph?'  asked  Nanny, 
looking  about  her  rather  anxiously. 

*  He  went  downstairs,  dear,  just  as  I 
opened  the  door  of  your  room.' 

At  that  moment  the  second  dinner- 
bell  rang.  When  they  reached  the 
drawing-room  door,  Nanny  stopped. 

'  I  know  old  Mrs.  Ryder  has  gone,' 
she  whispered.  *  Do  you  know,'  she 
went  on  in  a  faltering  voice,  *  whether 
the — the  lady  who  was  with  her  has 
gone  too  ?' 

Meg  shook  her  head. 

*  I  don't  know,'  she  said  ;  *  I  didn't 
see  her  go.  But  I  don't  suppose  she 
would  stay  without  her  friend.' 

However,   on   entering   the   drawing- 
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room,  they  saw  the  supposed  Lady 
Ellen,  in  her  walking-dress,  sitting  on 
a  chair  close  to  the  door,  with  an  ex- 
pression of  pathetically  helpless  anxiety 
on  her  face.  She  rose  as  they  came  in, 
and  stood  before  them  so  nervously,  so 
humbly,  that  she  disarmed  hostility. 

*  I  am  afraid  you  look  upon  me  as  an 
intruder,  Mrs.  Ryder,'  she  said  in  an 
apologetic  tone.  '  But  I  am  old  Mrs. 
Ryder's  paid  companion ;  I  have  to 
accompany  her  wherever  she  pleases. 
I    am   only   waiting    for    her    return    to 

go  away.      And '       She  hesitated  a 

moment,  and  then  added  quickly.  'And, 
indeed,  I  am  not  the  person  you  suppose/ 

'  Yet  you  drew  back  just  now,  instead 
of  meeting  Captain  Ryder!' 

*  Yes.  But  it  was  because  old  Mrs. 
Ryder  did  not  wish  me  to  meet  him.' 
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*  Would  you  have  any  objection  to 
meeting  him  now  ?' 

She  shrank  back. 

'  Mrs.  Ryder  would  not  like '  she 

began. 

Nanny  smiled  incredulously,  and 
turned  to  the  door. 

*  Mrs.  Ryder's  wishes  have  been 
respected  too  long/  she  said  coldly,  as 
she  left  the  room. 

She  supposed  that  she  should  find 
Ralph  in  his  study,  and  proposed  to 
bring  him  face  to  face  with  old  Mrs. 
Ryder's  companion  without  delay.  But 
when  she  opened  the  study-door  she 
forgot  everything  in  dismay  at  the  spec- 
tacle which  greeted  her  eyes. 

Crouching  by  the  fire,  like  a  dog 
which  has  been  forgotten  by  its  master, 
was  Ralph  Ryder :  not  the  loving,  tender 
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husband  of  an  hour  ago,  but  the  dull- 
eyed  fugitive  of  the  night  before.  As 
he  looked  up  on  her  entrance,  Nanny 
searched  his  countenance  in  vain  for 
one  spark  of  the  devotion  which  had 
shone  in  his  eyes,  or  even  for  a 
sign  of  the  passionate  anger  he  had 
shown  towards  Valentine.  In  vain  ;  his 
face  was  as  blank  as  a  clean  slate. 
With  one  short,  uninterested  glance  at 
her,  he  resumed  his  gazing  into  the 
fire. 

'  Ralph,'  said  she  timidly.  He  looked 
up  again.  '  Dinner  is  ready.  Won't 
you  come  ?' 

He  seemed  surprised  by  these  words. 
But  he  rose,  and  followed  her  submis- 
sively to  the  door.  As  she  opened  it, 
however,  his  confused  mind  began  to 
work    again,    and,    detaining    her    by    a 
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touch  on  the  hand  she  had  laid  on   the 
handle,  he  said : 

*  I  thought  I  heard  Ellen's  voice.  Is 
she  here  ?' 

Nanny's  breath  came  quickly. 

'  Yes/  she  said,  almost  in  a  whisper. 
*  I  will  take  you  to  her/ 

He  followed  her  in  silence  until  they 
reached  the  drawing-room,  the  door  of 
which  Nanny  threw  open.  He  entered 
with  slow  and  hesitating  steps,  and  cast  a 
half-apprehensive  glance  around.  But  it 
travelled  over  both  Meg  and  old  Mrs. 
Ryder's  '  companion,'  and  rested  again 
on  Nanny. 

*  Where  is  Ellen  ?  You  told  me  I 
should  see  her,'  said  he  irritably. 

Had  she  changed  so  much  that  he 
did  not  recognise  her  ?  Nanny  asked 
herself  as,  advancing  into  the  room,  she 
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addressed  the  shrinking  stranger.  The 
voice,  which  he  had  already  recognised, 
would  betray  her  again,  Nanny  thought. 

*  Captain  Ryder  wishes  to  speak  to 
you,  madam,'  she  said. 

The  stranger  had  drawn  down  her 
veil,  and  was  sitting  with  her  head 
turned  away,  as  if  anxious  to  escape 
observation.  Thus  challenged,  however, 
she  rose  in  desperation,  pushed  up  her 
veil  far  enough  to  display  her  features, 
and  said : 

*  It  is  not  I  to  whom  Captain  Ryder 
wishes  to  speak.  Are  you  satisfied 
now  r 

Nanny  was  dumb  with  astonishment. 
For  Ralph  heard  her  words  without 
excitement,  and  shook  his  head. 

'  No,'  he  said.  '  It  is  Ellen  I  want  to 
see.' 
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And  again  his  eyes  roamed  searchingly 
round  the  room.  Nanny,  pale  and 
trembUng,  turned  to  the  stranger. 

*  I  beg  your  pardon,'  she  said,  in  a 
tone  of  contrite  apology.  *  I — I  have  been 
deceived.  But — I  think — 1  begin — to 
understand.' 

She  could  scarcely  control  her  voice. 
Meg,  afraid  that  her  sister  might  faint, 
came  to  her  side.  But  Nanny  showed 
plenty  of  self-command. 

*  We  are  just  going  in  to  dinner,'  she 
said  to  the  unknov^n  lady.  *  Will  you 
do  us  the  pleasure  of  dining  w^ith  us, 
and  excuse  this  hasty  invitation  ?* 

The  lady  hesitated  for  a  few  moments, 
and  then  said  simply  : 

'  If  I  were  not  so  hungry,  I  would 
thank  you  and  decline.  But  Mrs.  Ryder 
has  been  in  such  a  disturbed  state  all  day 
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that  she  has  eaten  nothing,  so  I  have 
fared  very  little  better.  You  will  excuse 
my  leaving  you  abruptly  if  she  should 
return  and  want  me,  will  you  not  ?' 

*  Certainly,'  said  Nanny. 

Courtesy  now  forced  the  latter  to 
abstain  from  further  questions  to  her 
guest,  although  the  words  she  was 
longing  to  utter  burned  in  her  breast. 

It  was  a  sombre  party  that  sat  down 
to  dinner  in  the  soft  glow  of  the  shaded 
silver  lamps.  Even  this  light  seemed 
too  bright  for  the  gloomy  host,  who 
turned  down  the  lamps  on  each  side  of 
him,  and  sat  with  bent  head  in  his  place, 
eating  little,  and  only  looking  up  from 
time  to  time  to  cast  a  furtive  and  startled 
glance,  not  at  his  companions,  but  into 
the  shadowy  corners  of  the  room,  where 
the  circle   of  Hght  round   the   table   did 
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not  penetrate.    None  of  the  ladies  looked 

at  him.     Only  the  servants  in  attendance 

cast    furtive,    frightened    looks    at    him, 

seeing  that  something  was  wrong.    Nanny 

and  Meg  exerted  themselves  to  keep  up 

some    sort    of    conversation,    in    which, 

however,  the  stranger  joined  but  little, 

and  Ralph  not  at  all.     As  soon  as  dessert 

was  reached,  however,  and  the  departure 

of  the  servants  relaxed  a  little  the  general 

feeling  of  constraint,  the  perfunctory  talk 

dwindled     into     silence.       But     Nanny 

dreaded    to    give    the    signal    to     move. 

The    passion    of  fear   within    her   as    to 

what    was   to   follow  had    grown   to    its 

height  during  the  progress  of  the  meal, 

for    this    gloomy,    imbecile     silence     on 

Ralph's    part    confirmed    every    moment 

more  strongly  the  fact  that  his  madness 

had  returned  upon  him. 
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But  at  last,  glancing  nervously  at  the 
other  ladies,  she  rose  and,  as  they  passed 
to  the  door,  touched  Ralph  lightly  on 
the  shoulder.  He  started  violently, 
drew  back  his  right  hand,  which  had 
lain  on  the  table,  and  glared  up  at  her 
with  an  expression  of  so  much  fierceness 
that  she  was  for  the  moment  appalled 
and  unable  to  speak.      At  last  she  said : 

*  Won't  you  come  with  us  into  the 
drawing-room  ?' 

She  dreaded  leaving  him  alone  with 
the  wine,  which  she  knew  was  a  danger 
to  him.  He  paused  an  instant,  and  then 
slowly  rose  without  speaking.  The 
other  ladies  had  passed  out  of  the  room, 
but  Meg,  apprehensive  on  her  sister's 
account,  lingered  near  the  door.  Nanny 
signed  to  her  to  go,  but,  as  she  did  so, 
Meg  uttered  a  horror-struck  exclamation 
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and  stood  transfixed,  with  her  eyes  upon 
Ralph,  who  walked  quickly  to  the 
door. 

'  I  am  going  to  the  study,'  said  he 
briefly. 

And  without  waiting  for  any  rejoinder, 
he  passed  the  ladies  and  left  the  room. 
As  soon  as  they  heard  the  study-door 
close,  Meg  turned  to  her  sister. 

'  He  has  a  knife,'  she  whispered.  '  I 
saw  him  take  one  from  the  sideboard  as 
you  turned  to  look  at  me.  Nanny, 
Nanny,  this  is  dreadful  !  Let  me  go  for 
Dr.  Blundell.' 

Nanny  assented  by  a  movement  of  the 
head.  She,  too,  knew  they  were  in 
danger — a  houseful  of  women  shut  up 
with  a  homicidal  maniac. 

'  And  don't  you  go  near  him  while 
I'm   gone.       Be  sure   of  that,'   went  on 
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Meg,  as  she  ran  for  her  hat  and 
cloak. 

To  this  injunction  Nanny  made  no 
answer,  for  she  had  determined  to  make 
one  more  effort  to  regain  that  influence 
over  him  which  she  seemed  so  strangely 
to  lose  whenever  his  malady  attacked 
him.  As  soon,  therefore,  as  Meg  was 
out  of  the  house,  she,  having  made  her 
apologies  to  the  unknown  lady  in  the 
drawing-room,  went  to  the  study-door 
and  knocked. 

*  Come  in,'  cried  a  voice,  so  unlike 
Ralph's  when  in  health  and  happiness 
that  she  was  startled,  and  almost  doubted 
who  was  within. 

On  opening  the  door,  however,  which 
she  did  somewhat  timidly,  she  saw  the 
handsome  head  of  Ralph  Ryder  leaning 
in  his  hands,  as  if  the  weight  of  it  was 
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too  heavy  for  his  body  to  support.  He 
looked  up  at  her  with  a  frown,  and  a 
glance  almost  of  non-recognition. 

'  Can  t  you  leave  me  alone  ?'  he  said. 
*  What  do  you  want  ?' 

*  Nothing,  dear  Ralph,  but  to  know 
whether  you  can  lend  me  a  knife  —  a 
penknife — anything,  to  cut  this  piece  of 
string  ?' 

She  had  conceived  this  pretext  for 
trying  to  get  his  weapon,  and  had 
provided  herself  with  a  twisted  piece  of 
string  out  of  one  of  the  drawers  in  the 
dining-room  sideboard.  He  looked  at 
the  tangled  cord  in  her  trembling  hands 
rather  suspiciously. 

*  What  do  you  want  the  string  for  ?' 

'  To  tie  up  a  parcel.  Do,  dear,  lend 
me  a  knife,  if  you  have  one.' 

Reluctantly     he     produced     from    his 
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pocket  a  small  table-knife,  which  Nanny 
took  and  thanked  him  for. 

*  Why  !'  she  then  exclaimed,  with  as 
much  carelessness  as  she  could  assume, 
*  what  did  vou  want  with  this  ?  It  is 
one  of  the  table-knives.  I  will  take  it 
back  to  the  dining-room.' 

He  said  nothing,  but  Nanny  saw  that 
he  glanced  up  at  the  trophy  of  yataghans, 
spears,  and  other  weapons  over  the  man- 
telpiece ;  in  the  centre  of  these  were  a 
cavalrv  -  sword  and  a  revolver.  She 
hurried  away  with  the  knife,  and  took 
care  to  place  it,  with  its  fellows  from  the 
sideboard,  in  a  place  where  he  would  not 
be  likely  to  find  them.  Then  she  left 
the  room,  and  stood  where  she  could 
hear  any  noise  in  the  study,  waiting  for 
her  sister's  return  with  the  doctor. 

At    last     there    was   a   knock    at    the 
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front-door,  and  Nanny  flew  to  open  it. 
The  doctor  and  Meg  came  in  together, 
the  former  looking  very  grave,  the  latter 
much  excited. 

'  Oh,  thank  Heaven  you  are  safe, 
Nanny  !'  she  whispered.  '  I  have  told 
the  doctor  everything  that  that  man 
Eley  said  about  sending  the  police,  and 
about  the  knife  and  everything.' 

^  It  will  be  a  good  thing  if  the  police 
do  come,'   muttered  the  doctor. 

'  Oh,  don't !'  cried  Nanny. 

'  My  dear  Mrs.  Ryder,  I  beg  your 
pardon.  I  didn't  see  how  near  you 
wxre,'  cried  Dr.  Blundell,  who  had 
addressed  his  remark  to  Meg.  *  Oh  no, 
old  Mrs.  Ryder  will  keep  that  young 
man's  mouth  shut,  never  fear.  But  we 
must  have  another  doctor  here  to-morrow 
to  examine  Captain  Ryder  and  certify  to 
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his  lunacy,  and  then  get  an  order  from  a 
magistrate  to  put  him  into  safe  keeping. 
You  can  see  for  yourself  that,  at  present, 
the  poor  fellow  is  a  danger  to  himself 
and  to  all  around  him/ 

They  were  all  three  close  together,  in 
a  corner  of  the  hall,  talking  in  whispers, 
A  wild,  demoniacal  laugh  suddenly  sent 
a  shiver  through  them  all.  Looking  in 
the  direction  whence  the  sound  came, 
they  saw  Ralph  Ryder,  with  his  body 
bent  forward  in  a  half-crouching,  listen- 
ing attitude,  nodding  his  head,  and  care- 
fully hiding  under  his  coat  something 
which  he  held  in  his  right  hand. 

'  Shut  him  up,  will  you  r'  he  said,  in 
a  quavering  voice.  '  Not  again,  not 
again  !' 

He  went  on  muttering  to  himself  in  a 
lower  and  lower  voice,  and,  still  staring 
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at  the   group,   he   at    last  dropped    into 

silence. 

Then  Nanny  bravely  sprang,  in  a  few 

fleet  steps,  to  his  side,  and  spoke  in  kind 

and  reassuring  tones. 

'  Who  talks  of  shutting  you  up  ?'  she 

asked    lightly.      'Doctor    Blundell     has 

come  to  see  you,  because  I  thought  you 

did  not  seem  well.     You  are  not  well, 
now,  are  you  P' 

The  unhappy  man  looked  in  a  helpless, 
wavering  manner  from  her  to  the  doctor, 
and  back  again  to  her. 

'  1 — I  don't  know.  I — I  am  quite 
well,  I  think.'  But  as  the  doctor  took 
one  step  towards  him  he  suddenly  drew 
himself  erect,  and  again  assumed  a 
menacing  expression.  *  I  am  not  going 
to  be  examined  by  anyone,'  he  said 
fiercely.      *  Whether  I  am  mad  or  sane  is 
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my   business,  and  I'll  put   a  bullet  Into 
any  man  who  tries  to  make  it  his.     Now, 

go  back,  you ' 

Nanny  interrupted  him,  clinging  to 
his  arm,  as  he  advanced  towards  the 
doctor. 

*  But,  wait,  wait,  Ralph.  You  know 
I  have  hurt  my  ankle,  and  Dr.  Blundell 
is  going  to  look  at  it  before  he  goes. 
You  don't  mind  that,  do  you  ?' 

'  Not  if  he  keeps  out  of  my  way,'  said 
Ralph  sullenly. 

Dr.  Blundell  saw  that  it  was  useless 
for  him  to  approach  the  maniac  in  his 
present  mood,  and  he  went  with  Nanny 
into  the  morning-room,  while  Ralph 
retreated  to  the  study,  and  Meg  remained 
by  the  front-door. 

*  I  have  sent,'  said  the  doctor  in  a  low 
voice,  as  soon  as  the  door  was  shut,  *  for 
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young  Bambridge  to  come  round  here. 
We  may  very  likely  have  more  to  do 
with  your  unhappy  husband  to-night 
than  one  man  can  manage.  And  this 
young  fellow  is  trustworthy,  besides 
which  he  knows  something  about  the 
affair  already.  I  have  set  your  sister  to 
watch  for  him,  and  to  let  him  in  quietly.' 

Even  as  they  spoke,  the  door  of  the 
room  was  opened  quietly  by  Meg,  who 
led  Charlie  Bambridge  into  the  room. 
He  had,  however,  scarcely  time  to  shake 
hands  with  Nanny  before  the  prowling 
step  of  the  maniac  was  heard  in  the  hall, 
yuick  as  thought,  Meg  sprang  up, 
pushed  the  doctor  behind  a  large  settee 
which  stood  across  one  corner  of  the 
room,  and  whispered  to  him  to  conceal 
himself  there. 

*  If  he  comes  in,'  she  hissed  into  his 
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ear  in  a  rapid  whisper,  '  he  will  very 
likely  calm  down  when  he  thinks  you 
are  gone.  We  will  talk  to  him,  and 
try  to  get  him  off  his  guard,  so  that 
you  and  Mr.  Bambridge  can  secure 
him.' 

With  a  piteous  white  face  poor  Nanny 
listened  to  and  acquiesced  in  these 
arrangements,  only  begging  them,  in  a 
quavering  voice,  *  not  to  hurt  him.' 
Then  Charlie  began  to  talk  to  Meg  in 
a  louder  voice,  and  suddenly,  after  a 
little  rattling  at  the  door-handle,  the 
maniac  burst  in.  He  was  evidently  bv 
this  time  in  a  high  state  of  excitement, 
and  his  right  hand,  thrust  into  the 
breast  of  his  coat,  twitched  and  trembled. 
His  face  looked  haggard  and  lined,  and 
his  eyes  looked  as  sunken  as  those  of  a 
very  old  man. 
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'  Where  is  the  doctor  ?*  he  asked 
shortly. 

*  Oh,  he  is  gone,'  exclaimed  Meg  at 
once.  '  Mr.  Bambridge  was  sent  here 
for  him.' 

Ralph  Ryder  looked  vacantly,  and 
without  any  sort  of  recognition,  at  the 
young  man.  Meg,  who  mistrusted  that 
nervous  twitching  of  his  hidden  hand, 
made  way  for  him  to  come  to  the  sofa, 
by  which  she  was  sitting.  If  he  would 
only  do  this,  the  doctor  could  seize  him 
from  behind,  while  Charlie  was  ready 
to  secure  him  in  front.  He  would  not, 
however,  fall  in  with  their  plans,  being 
perhaps  not  without  suspicion  :  he 
remained  by  the  half-opened  door, 
and  presently  said,  in  a  very  low 
voice  : 

*  I  want  my  wife.' 
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Nanny  sprang  up,  breaking  free  from 
her  sister's  detaining  hand. 

'  I  am  here,  Ralph,'  she  said,  as  she 
came  close  to  his  side. 

*  Tou  are  not  my  wife !'  he  said 
abruptly.  '  I  want  Ellen — Ellen.  She 
has  deceived  me,  ruined  me  ;  she  would 
have  killed  me  if  she  could.  And  she 
has  hidden  herself  away  from  me  all  this 
time — I  don't  know  how  long,'  he  con- 
tinued, passing  his  left  hand  doubtfully 
over  his  forehead.  Then  he  stared 
before  him  savagely.  '  But  I  will  have 
my  revenge  now — that  I  have  waited 
for — I  will  have  it  now  !  I  have  heard 
her  voice — she  is  in  this  house — I  will 
find  her — I  will  kill  her  !' 

Only  Nanny,  standing  still  close  beside 
him,  heard  these  last  words  ;  but  his 
wild    eyes   told    the    rest   what    his    lips 
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told  her.  With  an  abrupt  movement, 
he  flung  her  back  from  him,  disclos- 
ing, as  he  did  so,  the  butt  of  the  re- 
volver in  his  breast. 

'  Is  it  loaded  ?'  cried  Meg  to  Charlie 
in  a  low  voice. 

'  Sure  to  be — he's  a  soldier,'  was  the 
not  very  comforting  reply. 

'  Oh,'  moaned  the  girl,  ^  won't  you 
try • 

The  young  fellow  silenced  her,  keep- 
ing his  eyes  on  the  madman,  and  waiting 
for  a  favourable  moment  to  spring  upon 
and  attempt  to  disarm  him. 

At  that  moment  the  noise  of  wheels 
and  hoofs  was  heard  coming  rapidly  up 
the  drive.      Ralph  started. 

'  The  police!'  he  cried.  *  The  police! 
Well,  they  must  wait  till  I  have  done 
my  work.     Ellen  !   Ellen  !' 
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The  hoarse  whisper  in  which  he 
uttered  this  name,  as  he  glided  out  of 
the  room,  filled  the  listeners  with  horror, 
which  was  changed  to  dismay  when, 
looking  into  the  hall,  they  saw  that  he 
had  already  disappeared. 

*  The  study !  He  is  sure  to  have 
gone  to  the  study  !'  exclaimed  Nanny. 

Charlie  drew  her  back,  and  proceeded 
himself  to  enter  the  dark  corridor  into 
which  the  study  opened. 

*  Wait — wait  till  help  comes,'  cried 
Meg.  *  The  wheels  are  quite  close 
now.     Oh,  wait,  wait  !' 

She  ran  to  the  front-door  to  admit  the 
arrivals.  Whoever  they  were,  they  were 
welcome  now. 

But  it  was  too  late.  Charlie  had 
disappeared  into  the  corridor,  and  in 
another  instant  sounds  of  a  scuffle  were 
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heard,    as     the    madman    sprang     upon 
him. 

Up  and  down  the  corridor — brushing 
now  against  one  wall,  now  against  the 
other — they  went,  struggling  for  posses- 
sion of  the  revolver.  By  the  light  of 
an  oil-lamp  at  the  end  of  the  corridor, 
Nanny  saw  the  figures  slipping,  wrest- 
ling, swaying.  Then  there  was  a  re- 
port, and  the  figures  were  quite  still  for 
a  second.  Then  one  man  fell,  and  the 
other  knelt  beside  him. 

There  was  a  pause  of  death  -  like 
silence,  but  for  the  rumbling  of  the 
wheels  outside  getting  nearer.  Then, 
as  the  one  man  continued  to  kneel  beside 
the  other,  Nanny,  halting,  tottering,  v/ith 
straining  eyes  and  gasping  breath,  came 
along  the  corridor  towards  them. 

The  kneeling  man  was  Charlie.     The 
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man   lying   on    the  ground    was     Ralph 
Ryder,  quite  still. 

*  He  is  dead,'  said  the  young  fellow, 
trying  to  keep  Nanny  away. 

But  she  was  fascinated,  drawn  forward 
almost  in  spite  of  her  will,  until,  with 
breath  so  laboured  that  every  gasp 
seemed  to  tear  her  body,  and  eyes 
grown  wide  with  terror,  she  was  close 
beside  him,  pushing  back  the  curly  gray 
hair,  looking  down  into  the  dead  face 
close  to  hers.  Then,  to  the  horror  of 
the  bystanders,  she  threw  up  her  hands 
above  her  head  and  twirled  round  in  a 
sort  of  mad  dance. 

*  It  is  not  Ralph  !  It  is  not  Ralph  !' 
she  cried. 

Poor  Meg  burst  into  passionate  sobs. 
'  My  darling,  my  poor  darling  Nanny, 
it  has  turned  her  braip  ^' 


CHAPTER  IX. 


A  SOLEMN  silence  fell  for  a  few  moments 
upon  the  group  gathered  round  the  dead 
body  of  Ralph  Ryder.  Nanny,  after 
her  first  strange  outburst  of  emotion, 
leaned  against  the  wall  as  if  stupefied, 
gazing  vacantly  at  the  form  on  the 
ground  which  a  minute  before  had 
been  a  man.  Meg  stole  to  her  sister's 
side,  Dr.  Blundell  and  Charlie  making 
way  for  her  to  pass. 

'  Nanny,  Nanny,'  she  whispered,  *  come 
away.  You  can  do  no  good  here,  dear. 
He  is  dead  ;  your  husband  is  dead.' 
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But  Nanny,  still  staring  at  the  body, 
shook  her  head. 

'  No,  no,  no,'  she  whispered  in  a  faint 
voice — '  not  my  husband.  He — is — not 
— my — husband,'  she  repeated  emphati- 
cally. 

The  doctor,  who  was  kneeling  by  the 
corpse,  trying  to  intercept  her  view  of 
it,  turned  to  glance  anxiously  into  her 
face.  He  had  the  same  fear  as  Meg, 
that  the  horrors  of  the  past  few  days  had 
sent  the  unhappy  lady  out  of  her  mind. 
But  Nanny  stepped  forward,  tottered, 
and,  accepting  the  support  which  Charlie 
hastened  to  offer,  said  in  a  tremulous 
voice  : 

*  Look,  doctor,  look  at  his  forehead  ! 
Where  is  the  scar  under  the  hair  ?  I 
tell  you,  he  is  not  my  husband  —  not 
Captain   Ryder.      And  see,  I  am  in  my 
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right  mind  ;  I  am  not  wandering,  as  you 
think; 

Charhe  Bambridge  was  on  the  point 
of  speaking,  when  the  front-door  bell 
rang  loudly.  But  the  servant  whose 
business  it  was  to  answer  it  did  not 
come,  for  she  and  the  other  maids  were 
herding  together  in  the  servants'  hall, 
frightened  by  such  breath  of  the  tragedy 
as  had  already  reached  them.  Meg 
glanced  at  the  doctor. 

'  I  am  afraid,'  she  whispered,  *  that  it 
is  the  police.' 

*  You  must  let  them  in.  It  can't  be 
helped,'  said  he. 

So  Meg,  glancing  once  more  with 
eyes  full  of  solicitude  at  her  sister, 
walked  reluctantly  to  the  front-door,  the 
bell  of  which  had  been  rung  a  second 
time  before  the  visitor  was  admitted. 
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As  he  entered,  Meg  sprang  back  with 
a  loud  cry.  But  before  it  had  escaped 
her  Hps  the  door  was  closed. 

'  My  wife !  my  wife  !  Where  is 
she  ?' 

It  was  the  man  whose  tragic  death 
Meg  believed  herself  to  have  just  wit- 
nessed who  stood,  alive  and  well,  full  of 
fire  and  energy,  before  her. 

*  Captain  Ryder  !' she  faltered.  'We 
—  we  thought  —  you  —  were  —  dead  ! 
We ' 

He  hurried  past  her,  hearing  his  wife's 
voice.  Nanny  was  struggling  to  escape 
from  the  doctor,  who,  having  gathered 
from  some  words  of  Charlie's  an  inkling 
of  the  situation,  was  trying  to  detain  her, 
fearing  the  eflfect  upon  her  of  this  last^ 
greatest  shock  of  all. 

When,  however,  her  husband  met  her 
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face  to  face,  and  Dr.  Blundell,  with- 
drawing his  supporting  arm,  anxiously 
watched  her,  she  made  no  movement 
forward,  she  uttered  no  cry.  Dazed, 
helpless,  shattered,  she  seemed  to  shrink 
from  her  husband  as  he  caught  her  in 
his  arms. 

*  Nanny,  Nanny,  my  poor  wife  !'  was 
all  he  said. 

But  she  only  drew  a  heavy  sigh,  in 
which  was  no  relief.  She  was  worn  out 
by  the  violent  emotions  which  she  had 
lately  sustained,  and  her  aching  heart 
had  for  the  time  lost  the  power  of  joy. 
Even  at  this  moment  of  reunion,  how- 
ever, the  anxious  husband  was  not  able 
to  give  his  whole  attention  to  her.  The 
dark  heap  on  the  ground  behind  her 
arrested  his  eyes.  Drawing  his  wife 
hastily   back   with   him,  he   took  her  to 
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the  drawing-room,  and  with  a  few 
tender  words  and  an  embrace,  which 
she  was  still  incapable  of  returning, 
he  left  her  with  Meg,  and,  taking  one 
of  the  lamps  from  a  table,  rejoined 
the  doctor  and  Charlie  by  the  dead 
man. 

Kneeling  down  beside  the  body.  Cap- 
tain Ryder  examined  the  upturned  face 
with  ever-increasing  amazement. 

'  I  seem,'  he  whispered  at  last,  '  to  see 
my  own  face.' 

But  his  two  companions  thought 
differently.  Seen  thus  side  by  side,  the 
living  face  and  the  dead,  though  start- 
lingly  alike  in  features,  and  even  in 
colouring,  with  a  resemblance  increased 
by  the  fact  that  the  gray  moustache  and 
hair  of  both  grew  in  exactly  the  same 
way,  had  one  strong  point  of  difference  : 
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the  face  of  the  living  Ralph  Ryder  was 
young,  while  that  of  the  dead  Ralph 
Ryder  was  old. 

'  Who  was  he  ?'  asked  the  doctor. 

*  My  father,'  answered  Captain  Ryder 
in  a  low  voice. 

*  Your  father !  I  thought  he  died 
before  you  were  born  !' 

*  So  did  I — until  to-night.  Tell  me,' 
went  on  Ralph,  after  a  moment's  pause, 
hurrying  his  words  out  in  fear  lest  his 
emotion  should  overcome  him,  *  did  he 
shoot  himself?' 

It  was  Charlie  Bambridge  who  an- 
swered. 

*  Yes,'  said  he.  *  I  tried  to  get  the 
revolver  from  him,  but  he  shook  me  off, 
and,  before  I  could  prevent  it,  shot  him- 
self in  the  breast.' 

For  a  few  moments  there  was  silence 
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again.  Then  Ralph  looked  up  suddenly 
at  Charlie. 

*  Do  you  remember,'  he  said,  *  on  the 
first  night  of  our  coming  to  live  here, 
how  you  and  I  were  alone  in  the  study, 
and  I  leaped  up  suddenly,  threw  open 
the  window,  and,  jumping  out,  fell 
through  a  grating  and  hurt  my  head  r' 

*  Oh  yes,'  answered  the  young  fellow. 
'  It  was   my  father's   face  that  I  saw. 

I  thought  it  was  a  delusion — that  I  was 
haunted  by  my  own  face — that  I  was 
going  mad ;  and  I  begged  you  to  keep 
the  incident  a  secret.' 

'  So  I  did,'  said  Charlie.  '  But  if  I 
had  known  what  it  was  that  alarmed 
you,  I  could  have  reassured  you.  For  I 
saw  it  too.' 

Ralph  shuddered. 

*  Let  us  take  him,'  said  he,  in  a  husky 
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voice,  *  into  the  study.  It  was  his 
favourite  room  ;  he  always  came  back  to 
it.  My  mother  told  me  so.  Let  him 
lie  there  now.' 

They  carried  the  body  of  the  dead 
man  into  the  little  room,  to  which,  indeed, 
as  his  son  said,  all  his  wanderings  had  led 
him  back.  Captain  Ryder  went  to  an 
oak  cupboard,  out  of  which  he  took  an 
old  military  cloak,  folded  into  many 
creases. 

*  This  was  his  own  cloak,  which  I 
kept  as  a  relic  of  him,'  he  said.  '  Let  it 
cover  him  now.' 

He  stood  silently  by  the  body  when 
he  had  gently  drawn  the  cloak  over  it, 
while  the  other  two  men,  respecting  his 
emotion,  dared  not  even  disturb  him  by 
leaving  the  room.     At  last  he  moved. 

'  Poor    father !'    he    murmured,    in    a 
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broken  whisper.  '  May  Heaven  forgive 
her  who  brought  you  to  this  !' 

To  the  two  hsteners  these  words 
sounded  more  Hke  a  curse  than  a  prayer, 
so  harsh,  so  unrelenting  was  his  tone. 
As  he  left  the  room,  the  absorbed  look 
on  his  face  gave  place  to  one  of  deep 
distress  as  he  turned  to  the  doctor. 

'  Do  you  think  my  wife  will  get  over 
the  shock  of  this  r'  he  asked,  in  a  voice 
tremulous  with  feeling.  '  It  seems  she 
thought  that  it  was  I  who  had  gone  out 
of  my  mind,  and  that  she  sheltered  my 
unhappy  father  believing  him  to  be 
me  !* 

'  I  thought  the  same.  Captain  Ryder,' 
said  Dr.  Blundell  in  a  low  voice.  '  You 
see,  the  likeness  was  extraordinary,  and  we 
did  not  know  of  your  father's  existence.' 

*  But  you,  Charlie,  you  say  you  saw 
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him  when  I  did  !      You  did  not  think  it 
was  a  delusion  ?' 

*  No,  Captain  Ryder.  I  guessed  it 
was  a  relation  of  yours,  and  that  he  was 
mad,  and  shut  up.  But  I  thought  you 
knew  all  about  it,  and,  as  you  bound  me 
to  secrecy,  I  could  say  nothing  to  the 
doctor.  But  until  a  few  minutes  ago  I 
did  not  know  that  he  or  Mrs.  Ryder 
mistook  the  madman  for  you.' 

Captain  Ryder  stood  for  a  few 
moments  in  an  attitude  of  deep  thought. 

*  You  must  hear  the  whole  story, 
both  of  you,'  he  said ;  *  but  not  to- 
night. I  haven't  got  it  all  clearly  in  my 
own  mind  yet.  I  thank  you  both  most 
heartily  for  your  friendship,  your  kind- 
ness.     Good-night,  good-night  !' 

For  Dr.  Blundell  and  Charlie,  hasten- 
ing   to    take    themselves    oif   now    they 
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feared  that  they  might  be  in  the  way, 
had  reached  the  front  door,  which  the 
former  opened. 

*  There's     a    cab     out    here,    waiting. 
Did  you  know  that  ?'  said  he. 
Captain  Ryder  started. 
'  No,'     said     he.     *  I'd     forgotten     all 
about  her,'  he  added  to  himself. 

He  allowed  the  two  gentlemen  to  get 
some  distance  down  the  drive  before  he 
opened  the  cab-door,  and  said  coldly : 
'  Will  you  come  in  r' 
A  smothered  sob  answered  him,  and 
old    Mrs.    Ryder,    crumpled,    downcast, 
looking  as  if  she  had  shrivelled,  under  her 
son's  displeasure,  to  about  half  her  former 
diminutive  size,  got  out,  taking  his  arm 
even    at    that    moment    as    a    matter   of 
course,     with     the     natural     instinct     of 
making   use  of  everybody   within  reach 
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which  had  been  born  in  and  would  die 
with  her.  Ralph  led  her  indoors,  dis- 
missed the  cab,  and  took  her  straight  to 
the  drawing-room,  vouchsafing  no  word 
to  her  by  the  way.  They  found  Nanny 
lying  back  in  a  low  chair,  with  closed 
eyes.  Ralph  led  his  mother,  who  tried 
to  draw  back,  straight  to  his  wife. 

^  Nanny,'  he  said  gently,  '  you  once 
asked  me.  Who  was  Lady  Ellen  ?  And 
I  could  not  tell  you.  I  have  only  just 
known.      Let  me  introduce  you  to  her.' 

But  Nanny  only  glanced  at  her, 
shuddered,  and  shut  her  eyes  again. 

*  I  know,  I  know,'  she  said  bitterly. 
*  I  guessed  it — this  evening.  You  kept 
your  secret  very  well.  Lady  Ellen.  I 
congratulate  you.' 

Captain  Ryder's  masculine  impetuosity 
had  carried  him  too  far.     In  his  anxiety 
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to  have  at  once  cleared  away  the 
mysteries  in  which  his  mother's  disin- 
genuousness  had  entangled  his  wife  and 
himself,  he  had  treated  both  Nanny  and 
the  scheming  old  woman  too  roughly. 
The  latter  burst  into  hysterical  tears, 
while  the  young  wife  rose,  tried  to  walk 
to  the  door,  and  fell  unconscious  into 
her  sister's  arms. 

It  was  not  until  some  days  later,  when 
the  inquests  on  the  bodies  both  of  Mrs. 
Durrant  and  of  Captain  Ryder's  father 
were  over,  that  Nanny  learned  the  whole 
story  of  the  mystery  of  Brent  Grange. 
Ralph  had  in  the  meantime  insisted  on 
the  fullest  confession  on  his  mother's 
part,  not  being  satisfied  until  the  smallest 
detail  was  explained.  Reluctantly  enough, 
and  with  many  sobs  and  sighs,  which  had 
no  effect  upon  her  son.  Lady  Ellen  Ryder 
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disclosed  the  arts  by  which,  for  thirty 
years,  she  had  concealed  her  mad  hus- 
band's existence  from  the  world,  and 
tried  to  obliterate  every  trace  of  her 
own  identity  with  the  woman  whose 
coldness  and  frivolity  had  been  the  cause 
of  his  ruin. 

She  confessed  how,  when  the  news 
reached  her  that  he  had  murdered  their 
only  child  in  a  fit  of  insanity  brought  on 
by  her  desertion,  she  had  returned  to 
The  Grange ;  how,  profiting  by  the 
fact  that  one  of  the  servants  had  been 
ill  of  typhoid  fever,  and  that  the  rest  of 
them,  with  the  exception  of  the  butler, 
had  left  the  house  in  a  panic,  she  gave 
out  that  her  husband  and  child  were  ill 
from  the  same  cause,  keeping  the  former, 
meanwhile,  closely  confined  to  the  house. 
Then  she  gave  out  that  they  had  both 
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died  ;  and  with  the  help  of  the  butler 
and  of  Pickering,  she  contrived,  under 
the  pretext  of  sparing  the  undertaker's 
men  the  risk  of  infection,  to  fill  the 
larger  coffin  with  bricks  wrapped  in  old 
clothes,  and  to  have  it  fastened  down 
without  arousing  suspicion  of  the  fraud. 
There  was  some  gossip  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood about  the  fact  that  no  doctor 
had  been  called  in ;  but  this  was  ex- 
plained by  the  well-known  circumstance 
that  the  intemperate  habits  of  the  master 
of  The  Grange  had  caused  him  to  quarrel 
with  all  the  local  medical  men. 

Since  the  fatal  outbreak  on  learning 
his  wife's  desertion,  Mr.  Ryder  had 
fallen  into  a  state  of  somnolent  passivity, 
which  made  it  easy  for  her  to  carry  out 
her  daring  plan  of  shutting  him  up  in 
The  White  House,  the  tenant  of  which 
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had  recently  left  it.  In  spite  of  Picker- 
ing's warnings,  she  had  persisted  in  this 
course,  the  success  of  which  for  many 
years  justified  her  boldness.  She  caused 
the  front  part  of  the  house,  which  faced 
the  road,  to  be  shut  up,  had  two  back- 
rooms furnished  for  her  husband's  ac- 
commodation, and  set  Pickering  guardian 
over  him.  Then  she  herself  went  abroad, 
dropping  for  ever  her  title,  and  with  it, 
she  hoped,  her  identity  with  the  wife  of 
whom  unkind  things  were  whispered. 

Six  months  after  her  husband's  sup- 
posed death  another  child  was  born  to 
her,  the  son  who  afterwards  became 
Captain  Ryder;  and  with  his  birth  her 
real  punishment  began.  She  was  seized 
with  fear  lest  her  child  should  learn  her 
story,  and  reproach  her  with  the  guilt 
of  his  father's  insanity  and  crime.      Con- 
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science  began  to  prick  her  as  it  had  never 
done  before  ;  and  when  he,  as  a  child, 
found  in  an  old  newspaper  an  account  of 
a  ball,  of  which  'Lady  Ellen  Ryder'  had 
been  the  belle,  she  showed  an  emotion 
which  stamped  the  name  for  ever  in  the 
boy's  mind.  Another  fear  which  troubled 
the  remorseful  woman  was  lest  the  in- 
sanity of  the  father  should  descend  upon 
the  son  ;  it  caused  her  to  inoculate  the 
latter  with  the  same  morbid  dread.  The 
curse  of  her  guilty  folly,  however,  affected 
him  in  another  way.  The  shock  of  her 
husband's  crime,  and  the  remorse  which 
it  brought  to  her,  destroyed  her  youth  at 
one  blow.  From  a  beautiful  woman,, 
with  porcelain  complexion  and  yellow- 
brown  hair,  she  shrank  speedily  into  an 
aged  caricature  of  her  former  self,  gray- 
haired,  lined  and   old :    to   this   fact   she 
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ascribed  the  grizzling  of  her  son's  hair 
before  he  was  five-and-twenty,  and  the 
prematurely  old  gait  and  manner  which 
had  made  the  likeness  between  his  father 
and  himself  so  striking. 

As  her  son   grew  older.   Lady  Ellen's 
self-made  difficulties  increased ;  yet  still, 
haunted   by   the   fear   of  the   hatred   he 
might  feel   towards  her  if  she  were   to 
confess  her  story,  she  persisted  in  keeping 
up   the   secret   of  his  father's  existence. 
In     the     first    place,    her    husband    had 
begun     to     make     various     attempts     at 
escape,   which   rendered  it    necessary    to 
provide  him  with  more  constant   guar- 
dianship.     Having     found,    as    she     be- 
lieved, a  suitable  person  for  this  office  in 
Mrs.    Durrant,   the    harassed    lady   soon 
found    herself  burdened    with    expenses 
which   were   a  heavy    charge   upon    the 
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estate.  Thanks  to  the  dutiful  submission 
to  her  which  her  son  had  always  shown, 
the  management  of  her  husband's  pro- 
perty was  entirely  in  her  hands.  But 
the  demands  of  Mrs.  Durrant,  of  the 
butler  who  had  connived  at  the  mock- 
burial,  and,  finally,  of  Mrs.  Durrant's 
brother,  became  so  excessive  as  to  make 
her  task  to  satisfy  them  a  hard  one. 

And  then  came  the  trouble  of  Dan's 
marriage.  This  would  mean  settling 
down  at  Brent  or  at  Bicton,  and  a  con- 
stant fear  of  discovery.  The  money 
difficulty,  too,  would  be  greater  when 
there  was  an  establishment  to  be  kept 
up.  The  old  gardener  foresaw  this, 
and  entreated  Lady  Ellen  to  tell  her  son 
the  whole  story.  But  her  natural  secre- 
tiveness  had  increased  with  years,  and 
she  argued  with  herself  that,  as  she  had 
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succeeded  in  avoiding  confession  all  these 
years,  she  would  find  means  of  avoiding 
it  to  the  end.  So  she  set  about  watching 
Nanny  to  find  out  what  sort  of  woman 
she  had  to  deal  with,  and,  failing  to 
persuade  the  young  wife  to  give  up  the 
idea  of  settling  at  The  Grange,  she 
conceived  a  violent  aversion  from  her, 
which  made  the  thought  of  an  avowal 
of  her  own  duplicity  more  unpalatable 
than  ever. 

This  was  the  state  of  her  mind  when 
her  son's  accident  brought  her  to  The 
Grange.  On  her  entrance  into  the  sick- 
room, she  had  been  startled  to  find 
Nanny  reading  the  very  letter  in  which, 
thirty  years  before,  she  had  announced  to 
her  weak  but  adoring  husband  that  she 
had  left  him  for  ever.  It  was  the  letter 
which    had    dealt  the  final   blow  in   the 
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destruction  of  his  reason.  Left  by  him 
between  the  pages  of  a  book  which  he 
had  given  her,  it  had  been  found,  thirty 
years  after,  by  their  son,  who  was  in  the 
act  of  reading  it  when  his  father's  face  at 
the  window  caused  him  to  believe  him- 
self the  subject  of  a  delusion. 

It  was  from  this  point  that  Lady 
Ellen's  selfishness  allowed  her  to  play 
havoc  with  her  daughter-in-law's  happi- 
ness rather  than  put  herself  to  shame  by 
a  tardy  confession.  Finding  that  Nanny 
believed  the  writer  of  the  letter  to  be  a 
former  wife  of  Dan's,  she  would  not 
wholly  undeceive  her  ;  and,  in  order  to 
obtain  possession  of  the  incriminating 
letter,  she  secreted  herself  under  the  bed 
in  Nanny's  room  that  night,  failing, 
however,  in  her  endeavour.  The  last 
steps  in  the  deception  were  her  attempt 
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to  pass  ofF  her  most  innocent  companion 
as  the  guihy  Lady  Ellen,  and  her  flight 
from  the  house  after  Valentine,  to  make 
a  final  attempt  to  cajole  him  into  silence. 
Two  or  three  minor  points  of  the 
mystery  were  also  cleared  up.  Although 
Lady  Ellen's  husband  had  never  risen 
above  the  rank  of  lieutenant,  it  had  been 
Pickering's  custom  to  speak  of  him  as 
*  the  Captain,'  and  this  habit  had  spread 
to  Mrs.  Durrant,  thus  increasing  the 
confusion  of  father  with  son.  Again, 
from  motives  of  economy.  Lady  Ellen 
had  caused  her  husband  to  be  dressed  in 
such  clothes  as  could  from  time  to  time 
be  spared  from  her  son's  wardrobe  ;  thus 
Nanny  had  really  recognised  her  hus- 
band's coats  on  the  man  she  mistook  for 
him.  Finally,  Nanny  learned  that  a 
certain  breast-pin,  which  was  one  of  the 
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means  by  which  the  girl  at  the  hotel 
professed  to  identify  Captain  Ryder  with 
the  lunatic,  had  belonged  to  the  latter, 
but  had  been  sent  to  his  wife  by  Mrs. 
Durrant  in  consequence  of  his  having 
attempted  to  sell  it.  This  pin  Lady 
Ellen  had  then  given  to  her  son. 

There  then  remained  to  explain  the 
visit  paid  by  Captain  Ryder  to  Brent 
on  the  day  when  he  went  to  Aldershot. 
A  little  cross-questioning  on  Nanny's 
part  proved  that  it  was  The  Grange, 
and  not  The  White  House,  at  which  he 
called,  and  that  the  woman  he  saw  and 
took  for  the  caretaker  was  not  Mrs. 
Durrant,  but  her  servant,  between  whom 
and  Ralph  Nanny  observed  a  look  of 
recognition  to  pass  on  the  occasion  of 
the  visit  to  Teddington. 

The  journey  to  Durham,  and  the  short 
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cruise  which  he  had  then  made  with  a 
friend,  had  been  undertaken  with  a  view 
to  clearing  his  mind  of  the  morbid 
thoughts  induced  by  his  supposed 
*  delusions/  the  horror  of  which  had 
increased  when,  on  his  return  home, 
he  had  seen  again,  as  he  supposed,  his 
own  image  in  the  hall  below,  this 
supposed  *  delusion  '  being  again  caused 
by  the  actual  presence  of  his  unhappy 
father  prowJing  about  the  house  on  his 
way  to  the  study,  where  Nanny  had 
shortly  afterwards  found  him.  Captain 
Ryder  had  then  left  the  house  in  pursuit 
of  his  mother,  who  was,  he  felt  sure, 
in  possession  of  a  clue  to  Nanny's 
strange  welcome,  if  not  the  cause  of  it. 
He  had  overtaken  her  at  the  station, 
where  he  found  her  with  Valentine. 
In    the    deserted   waiting-room    he    had 
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forced  from  her  and  her  companion 
enough  of  the  truth  to  send  him  back 
to  The  Grange  in  a  mad  passion  of 
yearning  love  for  his  wife,  and  fierce 
indignation  against  his  mother,  whom 
he  insisted  on  bringing  home  with  him 
to  repeat  her  avowal  to  Nanny. 

As  for  Valentine,  he  tossed  him  a 
ten-pound  note,  warned  him  that  it 
was  given  for  his  necessities  and  not  for 
his  merits,  and  told  him  to  go  to  the 
police-station  or  any  place  in  the  world 
he  pleased,  provided  he  kept  away  from 
The  Grange  and  its  occupants  for  the 
future. 

Nanny,  who  was  staying  in  the  house 
of  Mrs.  Bambridge,  where  she  had 
been  ever  since  the  death  of  the  un- 
happy Mr.  Ryder,  listened  to  the  long 
story  from  her  husband's  lips  almost  in 
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silence.  She  was  lying  on  a  sofa  near 
the  drawing  -  room  window,  having, 
indeed,  been  completely  prostrated  by 
the  succession  of  shocks  she  had  sus- 
tained since  her  first  arrival  in  Brent. 
Dan,  watching  her  white  face  intently, 
at  last  burst  out  in  an  angry  under 
tone  : 

'  I  will  never  forgive  my  mother  for 
inflicting  all  this  upon  you  !' 

*  Yes,  you  will,  Dan  ;  yes,  you  will !' 
said  Nanny,  turning  her  blue  eyes  to 
him.  *  It  is  worth  while — almost  worth 
while — to  have  gone  through  it  all,  to 
know  that  it  is  over.  And  when  you 
take  me  away,  as  you  have  promised  to 
do,  I  shall  be  quite  well  again  directly  ; 
and — and  very  soon  able  even  to  come 
back  and  live  in  this  place/ 

*  Do  you   mean   that  ?     I   could   not. 
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As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  have  already  had 
the  two  places  advertised  as  to  let  in 
building  lots/ 

Nanny  jumped  up  with  a  flush  of 
delight  in  her  face. 

'  Now,'  she  said,  *  I  feel  quite  well 
already.  I  did  dread  the  thought  of 
going  back,'  and  she  shuddered.  '  I 
could  never  again  have  gone  into  that 
study  without  feeling  that  it  was  haunted 
— as  it  used  to  be.  Dan,'  she  began 
afresh,  in  a  whisper,  *  you  know  that 
night  when  you  had  your  accident  ?' 

*  Yes,  dearest.' 

*  I  found  someone  in  the  study,  who 
closed  the  door  upon  me,  and  then 
escaped.  Of  course  it  was  your  poor 
father ;  but  how  was  it  I  found  on  the 
bushes  outside  the  window  a  piece  of  a 
woman's  veil  ?' 
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*  It  was  a  scrap  of  a  veil  my  mother 
had  worn,  I  expect,'  said  Dan.  *  I 
found  it  in  the  same  book  with  the 
letter — the  book  which  my  father  found 
on  the  table.  It  must  have  blown  out 
as  he  got  out  of  the  window.  You 
remember  that  the  book  was  found 
dropped  in  the  area  below.' 

'  One  more  thing  I  have  to  tell  you, 
Dan  :  Mrs.  Calverley  called  this  after- 
noon when  you  were  out.' 

*  That  spying  old  busybody  !  I  hope 
you  didn't  see  her.' 

'  Yes,  I  did,  Dan,  and  I  am  very  glad. 
She  came  to  apologize,  and  to  tell  me 
that,  having  known  your  father  very 
well,  she  had  some  suspicions  as  to 
whether  you  were  really  he ;  and  the 
event,  she  hopes,  will  excuse  her 
curiosity.     You  see  she  had  never  heard 
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that  Lady  Ellen  had  a  son  born  after  she 
went  away.' 

*  I  don't  think  she  was  justified  at  all 
in  first  insulting  you  and  then  spying, 
upon  us.' 

'  Neither  do  I.  But  she  wanted  me 
to  tell  you  this,  and  I  promised.  I 
wanted  to  get  the  very  last  of  this 
dreadful  business  over.' 

*  And  now  give  me  your  word  of 
honour  that  you  will  try  to  put  it  right 
out  of  your  mind  and  never  allude  to  it 
again.' 

*  I  do — oh,  I  do  !  On  my  word  of 
honour  !'  cried  Nanny  energetically. 

She  had  risen  from  the  sofa,  and  was 
on  her  knees  beside  him,  supported  by 
his  arms. 

*  Oh,  Dan,  Dan,  you  can't  guess  how 
I  feel,  now  I  know  that  you  are  really 
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my    own,    my    very    own,     again!'    she 
whispered. 

They  were  silent  for  some  time, 
absorbed  in  their  recovered  happiness. 
Then  Nanny  spoke  once  more. 

*  I  want,  as  soon  as  our  year  abroad  is 
over,  to  give  a  grand  ball,  Dan.' 

*A  ball!'  echoed  Captain  Ryder  in 
astonishment. 

*  Yes,  to  blow  away  the  remem- 
brance of  all  these  horrors,  and  to 
make  Laura  and  Jessica  and  Adela 
happy.' 

*  And  Meg  !  Have  you  forgotten 
Meg  ?' 

*  Oh,  Dan,  you  needn't  trouble  about 
her,  dear.  It  is  already  a  question 
between  her  and  Charlie  whether  it 
is  to  be  a  flat  in  town  or  a  little  house 
in  the  suburbs!' 
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*  And    you    and    I,    Nanny  ?     Where 
shall  we  live,  my  darling  ?' 

*  Near  the  sea — near  the  sea.  Then  I 
can  look  out  and  see  more  of  the  sky 
when — when  the  greatest  happiness  of 
all  comes.  And — it  is  coming,  Dan,' 
whispered  Nanny,  as  she  buried  her  face 
in  her  husband's  breast. 


THE     END. 
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